— — 


N. N "Thor + FM 


I \ 


POETRY; 


ORIGINAL AND SELECTED. 


| With wayworn feet a Pilgrim woe begone 
| Life's upward road 7 journied many a day, 
And hymning many a ſad yet ſoothing lay 
Beguil'd my zvandering with the charms of ſong... 
Lonely my beart and rugged-was my way, | 
Yet ofien pluck'd I as I paſi'd along : 
The q own EPO 
- and ſcorn not thou _ 
The bundle ofering— | 
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Tax Epirons of the two former Volumes of 4 Po- 
ETRY ORIGINAL AND SELECTED” cannot intro - 
duce a THIRD to the notice of the Public, without 
expreſſing their gratitude for the very liberal encou- 
ragement they have received; and it gives them 
much ſatisfaction to underftand that the plan they 
ORIGINALLY ADOPTED in the publication of theſe 
Volumes, has received the approbation of thoſe 
whole opinion they eſteem. 

To thoſe who have favoured the Publiſhers with 
the ORIGINAL Poems contained in this Volume, 
they take this opportunity of returning thanks for 
their communications, and reſpectfully ſolicit a con- 
tinuance of their favours: And as they are anxious 
to render this Work an*ASYLUM for ſuch Fugitive 
Pieces as might otherwiſe eſcape obſervation, they 
flatter themſelves they will ſtill be favoured. with 
ſuch original Poems as will add to the merit of the 
publication. 

As the THREE Volumes now publiſhed contain 
upwards of two hundred different Poems, it is pre- 
ſumed that in ſuch a variety there cannot fail to be 
found ſomething gratifying to the taſte of every 
reader. . 

A rourTa Volume is in conſiderable forward- 
neſs, and will be publiſhed ſoon. The Volumes con- 
tinue to be ſold ſeparately, at 2s. each, ſewed; and 
any of the ſmall ſelections of eight pages of which 
they conſiſt may be had ſingly at ox E PENNY each. 


VOLUME THIRD co rA, 
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I. 


1. Abpaxss from the Genius of Caledonia, to his 
Grace the Duke of Hamilton, on the ſuppoſition 
of a French Invaſion, written wr of . 


E a on the h of 8 
5 — HEY 6 
3. Jenny: a Song 


i Addreſs to pe By Robert Burns of 
5. — a Song By the ſame Author. Tune, 
« Jolly Mortals©ll your gaſes” 8 


| It. 1 004 Ny 
6. Ole to Tepee By Robert Burns of Ha- 
7. The Lover Cured: a Song. Tune, „A that, 


and a* that. By ditto. 
5, a Song. ſs « Cowden Knows.” 7. 


* = 
9. Stanzas on the Invaſion, addreſſed to Scotland. 
one of the Royal G Volunteers. 


to: Fancy. By the ſame Author. 


10. 


V. 2 25 
11. Patie and Ralph: an Elegiac Paſtoral on the 


13. Ode to 2 | 
14. Nanny; or, Domeſtic Happineſs: a Song. 


I 5. New-Year's Day: a Poem, in Scottiſh Verſe, de- 
ſcriptive of the manner in which that Feſtival is 
generally kept throughout unn. | 


VIII. 
16. 6. Cheap Whiſky: a familiar Epiſtle to Mr. Pitt, 
on the recommencement of Diſtilling in Scotland. 
17. The Gowd o Gowrie: a Scots Song. Tune, 
6 * Davie.“ 


IX. 
19. Di 1 fer. A rnon Sidn By Sir Brook 
19. Epitaph for —— * 

Boothby, Baronet. * 
1 20, Poor Mary, the Maid of the Inn. | 
21. Neighbour Dick's Choice; a Wife three-. 
= — 

ounds. _ 


22. Bad Com ; 3 a Tale. 
23. The Negro Boy's Lament. 
| 24» ne Pa aka the Spencer. 


4 a 


| XII. 
25. 2 or, the Raniſhed Patriot: « N 
2 the Author of the Monk, a Novel. 


Y 
pink the Wall of en Heritage... 


4 * £< 1 


(35 
27. The Lament of the Lovely Laſs of Inverneſs, fur 
the bloody Battle of Drumoſlic Muir: a favourite 
Scots Song. By Robert Burns the Ayrſhire Poet. 


- XIII. | 
23, Caledonia: a favourite Scots Song. Tune, 4 Hu- 
0 By Robert Burns the Ayrhr 
oct. 
29. Stanzas by Mrs; Robinſon. 
30. Addreſs to a Cottage. 
31. Verſes on General Waſhington 


2. Colin: a Paſtoral H r 
: der Burn, the its Poet 


33. The Poor Mons Prayer, addreſſed to the Earlof 
Chatham. By Doctor Roberts. 
34. The Traveller; or, Rider for a Mercantile Houſer 7 
a favourite new Song. Tune, Poor Jack.” 
35. 2 _ws D nd rn 


36. Spring: a Paſtoral. 5 . Brerewood. | 
37. Summer: a Paſtoral. By Mr Ditto. | 3 
38. Autumn: a Paſtoral. By Ditto. r 2 
39. Winter: a Paſtoral. Nr | 


40. Mary: an original Poem, recommended to the 
attention of the Ladi 28 


(4) 
45» 


4. Eg 00 Nee Free br the Momth of Mey. 


47- Verijes to my Dog, Sleeping. 
48. Sonnet to the River 


TT COT. Church-yard, Perth- 


* 5 XX. 
50. Deſcri of a Battle. 
in te Coldtream Guards, 


XXI. 


51. Correct copy of the celebrated ancient Heroic 


Ballad of Chevy-Chace. 


XXII. 
52. The Earl's Defeat: a humorous, Bacchanalian 
OT 


1. The Happy me a Song. 


XXIII. 


Five favourite Songs, Scots and E 


Engl 
54. Song, One mo 1 
1 Tune, „Gra- 


machree.”? 
55. Song, «& Had F 2 heart Shy fallchood fram'd.”” 


A Song r 33 5 


56. Song, « O waly Saf Dar 
57. Song, « Hard is the Lf Rim who lows.” 
Thomſon, author of the Seafons. 


— rows 


James A 
38. Song, The night her ſilent fable wore. Tune, 


« She roſe and loot me in.“ 
k © 4 


59. The Farmer's Ingle. A'Scortih Poem by Ro- 


bert Ferguſon, | 
60. Poetical Reyeries ing Children at play, 
61. Epigram. n —_— 
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ADDRESS 


FROM THE 
GENIUS OF CALEDONIA, 
T 0 
HIS GRACE 
THE 


DUKE OF HAMILTON, 
' ON THE SUPPOSITION - 


OF A 
FRENCH INVASION. 


To- which are added, 
TWO S$O0NGS.. 


— — — ' — — 
BY ROBERT BURNS 


. 


Creation ſmiles on illa ſide, 


In lively green the fields appear: 
While Cuclocs publiſh far and wide, 
That Summer s florid beauty's near. 
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ADFERTISEMENT. 
_——————©_—_— — —kñ..— 


THE two Poems, EenO or FrRlar's Carset 


HzRMITAGE”, and © Avon's STREAMs, A Dirce,” - 


' eoritten by Robert Burns of Hamilton, inſerted in the 


ſecond Volume Poetry, Original and Selected, baving 
been very favourably received by the Public, Bas induced 
bim to ſubmit the following to their notice. 


ADDRESS 


. 


eee 
H1IS&&OEAGK 
E | 


DUKE OF HAMILTON. 


. * 7 * 
— — —— — —— 


J. 


N OR yet the primroſe modeſt flower 
Had deck d the mountain fide; 
Nor yet the daffodil had ſhewn 
Her deep dy d yellow pride. 
; II. é 
But clear the ſky, unuſual clear, WG 
That uſher'd in the morn; | 
And bright the drops, unuſual bright, 
That twinkled on the thorn. 


UI. 

When led by Avon's cryſtal ſtream, | 8 
The winding banks among; f 
With liRt'nzag ear, I careleis tray. = 

To hear the woodland ſang. 


IV. 
Then lo! in Caledonian dreſs, 
A form ſublime drew righ; 
With bonnet, plaid, and philabeg, 3 
That reach d his ang led thigh. . + 


| (4) 
| V. 
As yonder riſing ſun, he drew 
A broad ſword flaming bright; 
struck the brown ſhield, and beat the air, 
With ſeeming matchleſs might. 
When thus he cry d, © Riſe, Douglas “, riſes 
« Thy dear lov'd country calls; 
« Riſe and exert thy martial ſkill 
< Againſt the haughty Gauls. 


VII. 

Oft in the hapleſs Stuartsꝰ cauſe, 
* 'Thy Sizes illuſtrious ſhone; | 

Now George's lawful claim affert, 
* And ſence the Britiſh throne. 

The feudal laws tho now extinct , 

On Scotia's fertile plains; | 

Still Calcdonia's boiling blood 
« Flows in her children's veins. 


\ 


FX. 
© On Glotta's barks thy ſtandard rear; 
* Unſheath thy father's ſword: 
Loud call, To Arms/—then vaſſals hall 
Attend their daring Lord. 


| * Dovglas Hoanilton is the name of His Grace” 


4 5) 
„ A 


« Dear, asche life's blood to che heart, 
« So is their country dear; 

« Stung by alarm—they martial forth _ 
« To megt—what cowards fear. 


XI. 


4 Mark, where the ſhades of heroes riſe;  » 
| In antient armqur clad; "BY 


<« See, how they paint the blood Nain'd ſpear 


Right o'er their gory bed. 


Indignant how they-ſtalk around! 
« Some hard conteſted field; 0 
Where bold invading hoſts were "ar 
« Reluctantly to yield. 


XIII 


« What ſtrung the nerves in other times 
« 'The deadly ſhaft to wing. 


us at warms the Gdkadi eas 


« Still prompts.the bard to ſing. 
4 XIV. 

© Is there who eyes a blooming bride; 
„Or more endearing wife; 

With ſmiling infants prattling round; 
« Who dares not riſk his life? 

XV. 

To drive the ſons of Gallia hence, 

* Or lay their numbers low; 


* Youth, age, and manly vigour, rife 
With one united glow,” 


16) 
E M M A. 
Tune, Fobny's Gray Breeks. 


L 
\ Crrarion files on ilka ſide, 
In lively green the fields appear, 
While cuckoos publiſh far and wide, 
That ſummer's florid beauty's near. 


And ſhall 1 peerleſs Emma find 
Still bluſhing ſweet with native charms? 
And will the faireſt o' her kind 
Conſent to bleſs my lang ing arms? - 
* 
Again we tryſt, and punctual meet, 
Paar, far beyond yon rifing hill, 
Where black- birds ſing and lambkins bleat, 
In concert with the gurgling rill. | 
; IV. 
Nae miſer's wealth, nae ſtatefman's fame, 
Nae toper's joy envied Iee, 
While room within her breaſt I claim, 
That's wealth, and fame, and joy to ma 


- Pry 0: 
With counterfeited flee deſign, 

Equipt the angler, aft I gang, 
Yet flee, or bait,-or art of mine 

The ſpeckled trouts but ſeldom wrang. 


(7) 
VI. | 
Enjoy your wanton random ſpouts | 3, 
Ye harmleſs tenants of the ſtrem, 


While I enjoy what better ſuits | 

A thrilling heart—my love's eſteem. 
VII. | 

Where ſcented woodbines form a ſhade, ' 
And birks their neighbour birks embrace, 

Fl kiſs the dear enticing maid, * 
While ſweeteſt bluſhes paint her face. | 

VII. 

May friendſhip bleeze with Hymen's flame, 
A doubly tender tye to caſt, N 

And time row round ilk day the ſame, OSS 
The future happy as the paſt. 1 

IX. 

Ye woodland es! join with me, 
Ye dimpling ſtreams that. curling glide, 

Ye winds that ſough thro” ilka tree, 
Hail, Emma—Hail my charming bride, 

* 

Then Fortune at thy ſhrine I'll bow, 
Indulgent hear my anxious prayer, 

Affrugal competence allow, 
Nor free nor deep harraſs d wich car 


« = 


————— .......— 
S ON G. 
I. 


Ryupe = nature was huſh'd to its calmel repoſe, 
The ew ning was ſweet and ſerene, 

When Jenny as freſh as the dew ſprinkled roſe 

Went tripping ligkt over the plain, 


(3) 
E. 
Was Venus, ye bards, when ſhe ſprung from the ficod, 
More beautiful fair to behold ? 
I gaz'd at the maid, but ſhe ran to yon wood 
Fhat was chequer'd with beams of bright gold. 
Young Willy, the pride of our ſhepherds _— , 
Was waiting his Jenny to ſee, | 
With garlands of roſes her temples he W 
And ſlender green boughs from thęztree. 
He ſung her a-fong till the neighbouring grove 
With echo repeated her name, 
He ſung, till her eye, the vicegerent of love, 
Bright ſparkled the conſcious flame. 
1 V. a 
His boſom no guile had Cer taught to deceive, 
No falfcheod his tongue how to fpeak; 
But modeſt and young he could hardly behave 
When love bluſking glow d on his check. 
The merchant may ſtrut with his ſeafaring wealth, - 
The Peer with his garter and ſtar, | 
But love, happy love, with contentment and healthy 
Ave bleſſing furpaſſing by far. | 
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ADDRESS 
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CLYDESDALE. 
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To which is added, 
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BY ROBERT BUENS | 
or HAMILTON, oo 1 
. | * E 1 5 


Clydeſdale, thy bonnie fertile plains, 
Thy Iaſſes blythe, thy toil-brown ſeains, 
Warm glows the blood within my weine, _ 
| Their fame to raiſe, . 
Til echo back returning firains 
Repeat my lays. 
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THE following are the Poems already publiſoed, writs 
ten by ROBERT-BURNs of Hamilton, viz. 

I. The Echo of Friar's Carſe Hermitage, an inſcription 

for the ruins of Cadzow raſtle, on the banks of Avon 

2. Avon : Stream, a Dirge, . 

3. Addreſs from the Genius of Caledonig to His Grace- 
the Duke of Hamilton, on the ſuppoſition of a French 
Invaſion. . ah 

4. Emma, a Song, on the approach of Sommer: 


5. Fenny, a Song. 


£7 All the above may be bad of the Publiſers, Bu As 
AND Rip, Glaſgow. Price T<vopence. | 


ADDRESS 
70 


c LY DES DAI. E. 


———__—_— 
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2 LYDESDALE, thy bonnie fertile plains, 
Thy laſſes blythe, thy toil-brown ſwains, 
' Warm glows the blood within my veins 
Their fame to raiſe, 
Till echo back returning ſtrains 
— my lays. 


, 1. 


Fail, to my natal place of birth! 
The ſpat I value maiſt on earth, 
Lang may the noble Patriot's wortn 
Riſe ſtedfait there, 
. And _— s boaſt and ſocial mirth 
The Muſes care. 


Al. 


Thy worth in ſang ſhall be expreſt, ; 
Tho' Buxxs, that glory o' the Weit, | 
Ey chance, or choice, ne'er thought a blaſt 

O' thee to tune, 
A bumble berd will do his beſt 

Thy praiſe to crcon. | 


1649 


| IV. | 
Tho doom'd by Fortune to the loom, 
And time denied book-ſhelves to toom, 
Wild * fancy full in bloom 


Now ſpreads. ber wing, 
And bernie ſclvag'd.a' wi” broom 


I lang to ſing. 
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1 * . 
1 Weel hedg d with cloſe embowering thorn, 
| i ö Thy lang deep waving rigs o' corn, 
_ - Salute the bonnie ſunmer morn 
Wi dewy twinkle, 
And ſpire bell's clink: fleet airy born 
Gar echo tinkle. 
VI. 


Thy brooks and. fills, and cepious floods, 
Thy dams and lins wild gurgling thuds, 
Thy far wide ſtretching blooming woods, 
| All, all conſpire, 
To wake the Muſe. (where maukin whuds) 
With kindling fire. 


When Ev'ning's pencil. paints the-fky, 
With colour'd clouds of various dye, 
When biceting ſheep or lowing kye 
| Feed on thy plain, 
Ol how it ſtrikes my raviſh'd eye 
To lee that ſcene, 


139 


VIII. 


On Plotcocł ſpring invites to love. | 2 

On Coven ſummer loes to move, 

On Cadgy autumn kind doth prove / 

| To mony a creature, 

That ſocial league or wildly rove 
Whate' er their nature. 
FX. 

Here ſun and ſhade the eye provokes, 

There breezy dens and jutting rocks, 

Here age-unken'd tall ſpreading oaks 
The Foreſt's pride, 

There heathy muirs whas ſcanty flocks 
Stray far and wide. 
-. - 

A Nature's ſcenes, exclude their harming, 

To rapt poetic hearts are charming, 

The very thunders loud alarming - 
Can pleaſure gie, 

And fields bedeck'd with. robes ike ermine 
They loe to ſee. 


XI. 


Bleak Winter's dark brow'd cloudy ſtore, 
Rough Avon's rain-fwoln daſhing roar, 
Keen gelling froſt's mildewing hoar, 

Are ſweet in ſeaſon, 
1 her ſhes Thy God adore, 

* And liſt' to reaſon.“ 


76) 


XII. 
*Clydeſdale thy waters, woods and braes, 
Might beet the firſt rate poet's lays, 
Thy 4 rn geen trees or ſlaes 
Wuhan bloſſom'd white, 
* Inſpire the heart that-wand'ring gaes : 
With true ge. 


XIII. 
Thy Cotton-mills ingenious plann'd, 
Bid eident labour ply his hand, 
Thy buildings rife majeſtic grand 
Rich coſtly domes, 
And induſtry now fills the land 
With pleaſing homes. 


Xv. 


Thy courts are juſtice partial care, 
The glib, the meek, ſtand equal there, 
er judges bang the balance fair, 
Right ſtrictly weighipg, 
But 8 loons they never ſpare 
If trapped leeing. 


XV. 


In other times along thy banks 
- Fierce warriors rul'd their hoſtile ranks, 
N love and friendſhip lightly pranks 


In frolic mood, 
And wearied labour reſts, with thanks, 


Where camps ance ſtocd. 


T 


ery 
XVI. 
Where ſteal ſhod arrows hurPd diſmay, 


The Cuſhat's croud, and rabits play, 


And Bothwell cafike, hoary gray, 
Now ſmiles in peace; 


As earneſt of that future day 
When ſtriſe ſhall ceaſe. 


XVII. 
Clydeſdale, thy bonnie fertile, plains, 
Thy laſſes blythe, thy toil-brown fwaing, - 
Warm glows _ blood within my veins 
Their fame to raiſe, . 
Till echo back returning ſtrains - 
Repeat my lays. - 


EN TR 


Folly Mortals, fitl your Glaſſes: 
OO —_—_—_ —_— — 
* 

F AR beneath the craggy mountain, 

Down in yonder. pleaſant vale, . <Z£&8E1 
By the margin of a fountain, - 

Kattie ſung her tender tale. 

n. 


Farewell care, corroding ſorrow, - 
Farewell, rivals buſtling ſtrife, 

Soon I hope the bliſsful morgpw 
„Comes, when II be made a wife. 


(38) 


III. 
* Welcome Summer, thy returning, 
« Here the birds on every ſpray, 
* Some lone Cuſhat's only mourning,. 
« All the reſt are blyth and gay. 
IV. | 
* Snow white daiſies, crimſon tipit, 
« Sweetly deck the graify mead, 
« How my heart heaves while I trip it, 
Thinking on my Shepherd lad. 
- | . : V. 
&« Soon as night ſhall draw the curtain, 
coler yon Weſtern azure ky, 
* Tocky promis d, and I'm certain, 
To my longing arms he'll fly. 
, By VL. ” 
« Fondneſs ſhewing then he'll preſs me, 
« To his wildly beating breaft, 
« Fonder ſtill, more fonder. kiſs me, 
4 And declare how much he's bleſe d. 
; VII. i 
« Fools in town may ſpend their treaſure, 
Balls and plays may rack their mind 
Heart exulting raptur d pleaſure, 
We in rural love can ſind. 
| 7 | VII. 
* But I ſee my Jocky yonder, 
* Blythly whiſtling o'er the lee, | 
« Now, me thinks, I hear him ponder; 
What he'll ſry at meeting me. 
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., which are added, 
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BY ROBERT BURNS 


or HAMILTON. n 
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9 Temperance, 1 thou Heaven=born nid #5 
. thou my goddeſs and my guide, 
My guardian and reward, 
Teach me to reliſb bl: joy, 
Aud from temptations, which teftroy, * 
Be thou * foield and gu guard. 
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THE following are the Poems <a publiſhed, write 
ten by RoBErT Bun xs of, Hamilton, vi. 


» The Echo of Friar's Carſe 8 an inſeriptio 


—— on the banks of Avon 
near Hamilton. * 


2. Avon's 8 Dirge. 


3 Addreſs from the Genizs of Caledonia to Hit Grass 
the Dale of Hamilton, on the ſuppoſition of a Frend 
Invaſuon. 


4- Emma, a Song, on the approach 75 Sumer. 
5. Jau, a Seng. 
6. Addreſs to Clydeſdale. 
7. Kattic, a Song. 
All the above may be bad of the Publiſbers, EAS 
AND REI, Glaſgow. Price Threepence. 


o v * 
To _ | 
TEMPERANCE. 
Hail Temperance! thy later F neverel 
Supremely bleſed are thy Vat ries all, 
| They ne er are curt i with headachs dire, 
Such as torment the midnight Bachanal. 


— 8980 - 
: 
— 1 „ 1 - 
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1 | "5 

HOU, dear companion of the wiſe, 

Screne promoter of their joys _ | 
By pleaſure without ſting, 

Thou great, preſervative cf health, 

hon gem, beyond all pomp of wealth! 
To thee.I humbly ſing. 


II. 


dee where the roſe adorns the check, 0 
acre all the modeſt virtue's ſpeak . 
A ſecret peaceſul joy, 

do baneful viands load their board, 
Vhat Nature ſimpleſt doth afford 
They uſe—but not deſtroy. 


(4) 


13 
Gouts, — headachs, all 8 | 
On Luxury, that woeful fiend, 
'That bane of human bliſ-, 
But thoſe whoſe ſumptuous tables ſpread 
With ſeaſon' d meats, wine ſparkling red, 


'Too ſeldom — of this. | 
. IV. 

A jovial Bachanalian core, 

A flowing bowl, a midnight ſplore, 


At diſtant view may charm, 
But ſage experience tells the wiſe, 
Their falſe allurements to deſpiſe, 

And ſhun their fatal harm. 


V. 
Mark the infatuated wretch, 
Once gayeſt at the deep debauch, 
Whom dire diſeaſes pine, 
What keen remorſe muſt cut him through 
When Temp'rance riſes to his view, 
All beauteous and divine? 


VI. 


O Temperance! thou Heaven- born maid! 
Be thou my goddefs and my guide, 
My guardian and reward, 
Teach me to reliſn ſimple joy, 
And from temptations, which deſtroy, 
Be thou my fnield and guard. 


2 


K 


THE: LOVER Ceram. 


Tune. & thus, — — ir 
1. * b + K +gp 6 


Tur play'd the ag fool oer — 
Whan I think on't, for a chat, 7 
The low of love my reaſon dang, 
And brak my heart, and a' that. 


And a' that, and a' that, 
A gay coquet, and a' that, 

By ſeeming ſhy, but ſtudied art 
Led me a dance, and a' that. 
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II. 


The faireſt flower that ſcents the air, 
In pleaſing May, and a' that, 
1 thought with her could not compare, 
For beauty's bloom, and a' that. 


But a' her charms ſunk in my ee, 
Her cherry lips, and # that, 
When kiſſing ſree to ſax and me, 

And twenty mac, and a' that. 


III. 


What ſigniſies a raptur d hour, 
A gouping heart, and a' that, 
Whan ilka fool has't in his power 
Jo be as bleſt as a? that. 1 
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And a' that, and a“ that, 

The gloamiag tryſts, anda! that. 
But only whet the rack of pain 

When laſſes jilt, and a that. 


* * 
But if tho' I deſpair to ſee 
A laſs that's true, and a' that, 4 
To her my plighted faith I'll gie, 
In wedlock bands, and a that. 
And a' that, and a' that, 
A heart ſincere, and a' that, 


Eſteeming leel and modeſt worth. 


Surpaſling goud, and a' that. 


Lr — my loſs deplore, 
When luckleſs I relate, 
How Anna's charms, alas, no more! 
Can chear my lone retreat. 
O the banks, the bennie banks, 
That bloom'd ſo fair: on Clyde, 
Where I and my dear Anna ſtray d, 
nn Summer's flow'ry pr:de. 
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Nor Spring to me, nor Summer bloom, 
Nor Autumn comfort yields! 

When penſive fa&I wander oer 
Clyde's once enchanting fields. 

O the banks, the bonnie banks, 
That bloom'd fo fair on Clyde, 

Where I and my dear Anna ſtray d, 
In u l pride! * 


III. 
E' er fourteen years had circled mi 
Our date of being here, x* 
Our mutual love s progreſſi ve flame, 
Began then to appear. 
O the banks, the bonnie banks, 
That bloom'd ſo fair on Clyde; 
Where 1 and my dear Anna ſtray'd, 
In Summer's flow'ry pride! 
No peace · deſtroying jealous thought 
E' er enter d cither's mind. 
To pleaſe her ſtill was all I ſought, 3 
And ſhe to yield inclin d. \ 
O the banks, the bonnie banks, 
. That bloom'd fo fair on Clyde, 
Where I and my dear Anna ſtray d. 7 
In Summer's flow' ry pride! | , 
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We 
All nature ear when ſhe waxblithe, | 
Rejoicing ſhepherds bail d 10 bleſs's, 
While birds around us ſung. 


(43 , 
O the banks, the bonnie banks, 
That bloom d fo fair on Clyde, 
Where I and my dear Anna ſtray d, 
In Summer's flow ry pride H 
3 3 12¹ VI. E620 | | B79 e ob 
Our flocks we tended night and day, 
Ambition we had None, * 
But why, that tender ſcene diſplay? 
My Anna now is gone. | 
0 I the banks, the bonnie banks, 
That bloom'd fo: fair on Clyde, 1 
Where I and my dear 2 
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Come, Winter, play thy. dreary, pat 
On ſtorms and tempeſts ride, 
Make fields forlern! lhe ma geeg heart! 
Along the banks of Clyde. 
h o the banks" the bonnze banks, 


That bloom d ſo fair on Clyde, 
Where band my deer Anna 2 
W 8 ere Pride. 
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INVASION, 


ADDRESSED TO SCOTLAND, 1 . * fe.) 
14 3 * IF 
Fer: BRITON. 
. 


Kurſys AMOR Parka ration one valentior omni 
Quad tuæ, c. Or. f | Ovid, 


And at a child, when ſcariug ſounds mnleſt, 
Clings cloſe and lefer to the mother's breaf, 
Se ſhould ſtern danger and the battle's roar 
But * wo to our native mountains more, 
| GOLDaMET U. 
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VERSES TO: FANCY, 


BY THE SAME AUTHOR. | 


GLASGOW : = 
PRINTED FOR AND $0LD/ BY 


Braſh & Reid. 
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Tur Author of the following Verſes makes no ape 
logy to the Public for their appearance. He has & 
deavoured, and he hopes with ſome ſucceſs, to paint 
the feeimgs of a mind which has ever glowed 2 ity 
CONSTITUTION and its COUNTRY. 
Of the juſtneſs of the ſentiments which gave then 
birth, and which conftitute a/l their merit, he ha 
long been convinced. Attached to the Cons5TiTy: 
rox from principle, to his KING from affetion, te 
his RELATIVES from conſanguinity, he fails in word 
to expreſs the tie which binds him to his CounTay, 
Pluloſophy may condemn it as prejudice, or ſophiſtij 
debaſe it as pride, —but while remembrance fills, cr 
life warms his mind, he muſt pity the apathy of the 
_ firſt, and deſpiſe the falſity of the laſt. He has ſeen i 
in every age the ſureſt defence of the government; 
the ſtrongeſt bulwark againſt the foc ;—he has admir- 
ed it as the root of every virtue, —as the baſe of every 
thing great and noble; he has heard of its exiſtence 
in this country, —of its force, its energy, its effect. 
He truſts he ſhall again ſee again admire it. 
YET were it poſſible, that theſe hopes ſhould not be 
realiſed ;—were it poſſible dat Scor LAND ſhould 
bend to the yoke ſo widely extended ;—were it pol: 
fible that the groveling ſpirit of ſucceſsful trade had 
ſtifled each manly fecling that ennobles Nature, and 
gives the ſtamp to Virtue,—he would tear its image 
From his breaſt ;—he would fly the ſoil where unfeel- 
ing wealth and barbarous refinement had tainted the 
air he would ſeek another country, and other ties, 
An ſome rugged, deſert ſpot, where neither Cou- 
MERCE nor SCIENCE could pally the energy of the 
mind. ma $7 42z; 4 10 
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Nis, SONS of Carbox! riſe, . 4a 
. ” 917 
et ardent War inflame your eyes, Tb 
J Let liſtleſs PEACE Tetife; 8 
e our priſtine force, your W Tt. 2, 
45S ws i of 4 
uſt now again the battle guide, A 
Muſt now your boſoms fire!” 25 
| U. 
ound our coaſt the GaLLic fee 
os meditates ſome dreadful blow; 1 
| He bids his myriads riſe - T | 
hould ve, then, thus inactive walt, IE 


Vhile hoſtile bands menace the ſtate— 

White rumours pierce theſkies ? -- © + 

ives there the wretch ſo dead to fame, 

o loſt to every ꝓang of ſhame, | 
To all that life endears; © 072 99 

Vho, ſhouting, will not join the band, 

Y SCOT1A ra:s'd to fave her land,. 

To change to joy her fears? © © + 


164) 


IV. 
No, SCOTLAND! no, —each ſon will face 
The Gal L ic force, nor ſnun th embrace + 
That gives each arm a foc ; 
Nor danger ſhall our minds unnerre, 
Nor pouring hoſts ſhall make us ſwerve ;j— 
Hrav's tells it ſhould be ſo! | 
V. A har 
O THov, who oft” haft watch d our fate, 
When barb'rous tribes attack'd the ſtate, 
| When Fortune ſeem'd to low'r, 
| Say, did our fires e er ſhun the fight, 
Or, vanquiſh'd, cer yield up their right 
To Roxt's or Noxwar's power! 


Say, Grxius or MY Couxrey.! 8 


Who oft” haſt mourn'd the gloomy day, 

When j jarring intereſts roſe ; 

Say, did thy ſons deſert the thrones 

Or dim its glory in their own, . 1, = 
When menac'd round with focs ? * N 

VII. 

Though numbers oft” apprefs'd the field, 


11 


Did they their facred rights e er yield? 


Did they their truſt betray ?- -. 
No! never in the rolls of time, 
Subjected was our natal clime 
To foreign yoke or way. 
VIII. 


Then, ſhall this age implore theben. 
Or crouch beneath the pendant blow, _ 
Nor arm to ſpurn its rage 
Shall we be firſt, with foul diſgrace, 
To dim the honours of our race ?— 


To blot the ſtoried page ?— 


1 
IX. 

vaunted COMMERCE : quench'd t the - flame 
That gives to COURAGE all its claim,— | | 

Its value to mankind ? 
as hell-born Waarrn unſtrung the ſoul ? ? 
Or Love of COUNTRY ceas'd to roll 

The current of the mind ? 

DD —— 

MIGHTY HEeav” x! if ſuch the tl 
Df Pow ER,—of LUXURY the cloſe ; 

If ſuch of WEALTH the fate; 
Jive us again the ſterile land, * N 
ie judgment prompt, the active band. 

* make e — 


But, no n . wal "is off 

hat with one force, one-gen'ral mind. 
Dur KinG: we dare maintain; 

ie REGICIDE can ne er prevail 


Then, Soxs of CALEDONIA! riſe, 
Let ardent Wan inflame your eyes, 
Let liſtleſs Pegce retiree 
Your priſtine force, your ancient pride, 
Muft now again the battle guide, 
Muſt now your boſorns fire! 


Where haughty Roms fo oft did fail, - 970 
Where Cæsaks fgught in vain. 


1 10 FANCY. 
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Orr“ has * ad by ys ity cares 5 oppreſ', ; 
Whom wayward ſate to miſery has driv'n, 


Goddeſs of Dreams l to thee bis prayer. addreſs d, 

And ſought an aid no re due from Aan n. 
* 4 * Al 18 

For thine iu to dal the wietek's s Wo, 1 641 
O'er his ſad breaſt to ſpread oblivion's veil, 

To 'iuage that grief which muſt for ever flow, 
Andſooththoſe ſorrowewhich nance heal- 

III.. 5 
Thine too the art, ſweetly 8 Maid! 
Of Guilt it{elf to blunt th* envenom'd ſting, 

To dim thoſe horrors which can never fade, 

And gild thoſe terrors witch muſt ever Ne 
IV.: 

Enchanting "EXE nor git; = nor care is mine z— 
Lawleſs Ambition ne er my dwelling knew ;— 

The luſt of ſway to others I reſign;;— 
Content, tho” Riches, like my Friends, are few. 

— V. 

Yet, unto thee, Queen of the painted bow! 

Fain would my mule her trembling ſtrains addreſs 

Implore thy aid ere miſery I know, 
And win thy favour ere I find diſtreſs, 


t #1 


Young as I am in life's bewitching round 
Full well I know how. Fortune's wheel is driv'n; 
How ſhoals and quickſands near each ſnore abound ; 
How bliſs to keav'aly hoſts alone is gyn! 
VIE 
Full well I know, though virtue reigns within, 
How falſe the happineſs which mortals prize 
enen b 
Or decks the lips ere Fortune's frowns ariſe. 
VIII. 
, And well I know how. weak the blazon'd — 
The herald's glitter, and the pageant's e, 
How weak are power and riches to decide 2 
The bliſs of thoſe on whom profuſe: orb obo 
IX. 


And vain, alas! is Wiſdom's hatlow'd WS: 
And vain the depths of ſcientific aller ©: | 
Vain is the maze of metaphy ſic lore, „ 24s ff 
| Which oft” attempt, mo quit the problera Bill 


Ah! neꝰer does Peace attend the ſprigs of Fame, 
Pluck'd from the tree which WE parking 
rears ; 
Nor ere the ſtreams of Kingwicdge quench the flame 
Kindled by doubts, and fann'd by ſceptic fears. 
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Cone then, 0 Fancy! ſettle on my brows. 

Unfold thy viſions to th* enraptut d view; | 
Teach me to ſpurn this world with all he how J 
To hail with thee the precincts of a new ! 


686) 


Yet let m6 pauſe; nor ra eath form invoke, = 
Each devivus form of wand'ring Fancy wo: 
Much would T-dread her wide extended yoke, 
— , | 


"Tis thow mee bal ee Hbubled foul "BY 
+ Enchantreſs Fancy! ſweet inventive maid ! | 
Who bidꝰſt again the long paſt moments roll, 
And gildꝰſt the future _— the wilh'd-for ſhade, 


Thou, in the ev ning of # Tamither's day, 
When weary Nature looks around for reſt, 

Steal ſto'erthemind with cacrescknos hdg ufeay 
A gator 

R eres ptr ode pen bane Pome 5 

Tubat erſt, in gladſome times, begat delight, | 
By thy bleſt aid again more fair is ſeen, 

The tinges chaſter, and more pure the lights 
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Then wrap me, Fancy! in "OA of blue, 
On gilded pinions let us riſe ſublime, | 

Together let us ſoar from mortal view, = - 
Far through the realms of never-ending time | 
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That trembles in the weſtern Ain; ; 
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Wi > R chryſtal rill 

WW _ A cot-houſe ſtands, adjoining to a mill, | 

Round fpreads a green, adorn'd wi' fiow'rs an” trees, 

An' ither charmeg hatt celüpirr wpfeaſe: | 
That bonnie ſpat is Ralkn the 1 Miller's hame, 
A bard he is, but Wein ue fame. f 
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A wee Piece Lens whare dat ame Tr zu 
His neibour PATE, anither 2 Mes a] | 
- =. Around his bouſe,.amang the moun 

= 2238 day to day he tente ſome ſcores 


5 | 
Nae fav'rites o* the Nine were e er mair Le 
For, aft at e en they mect and hae a 
— ˙ SIR 
By buſkin? funny ſtories up in rhym ess: 2d 7s 
An' whiles fu blyth, recite and ſing by turus 
The ſtrains o RAUSAY,FeAnOuson, — 2 


Their hours they paſs in harmleſs mirth and glee.” 

But oh! ae night laſt ow r mirth took wings, 
Ah! human joys are mixt wi? mony ſtings. ? 

How ftruck ! how-ſad:wifforrowt were they baith, 
When the ſad news they heard o Böss death: 
The tears ran truntiin down their ika cheek 7} 4 
Lang, lang they grat—ae word they coudna ſprak, 4 
Till Ran at length PAN filence bra, 
An' thus r eee 41934 x xt 
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Oh ! is he dead? is Scotia's darlin? gone? 
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Death how ſevere! but i/s: the will o“ Heaw n; 
Like him ,. ee 

® » — 


* This Paftval goat pee ie 45 , 
nne, Na ee xs im ne 


% 


Contented thus, ay ſocial, frank and fre, 
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Her frien” — her bard Apollo s dawtet-ſon !. s = = 


And we maun whiſht—Ah! pow we in our turn A * 
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He a“ the bardsin Caledonia dang: 


Wha ada n. Hhrome dure En, 4 F 
Indulge a tear, and for rare Roz mourn, | 
Wha had a heart where pity ſoft did dwell, 1 51 
Ca ee my. hers whan they fell 

Gy ic iris. n 


In 3 or 10 3 


His flowin numbers, an' his hanchy tales, 3 «if 
| Spread far an ee 
Frae Dukes an' Lords, to Shepherds on the braes, 
His BEUK was read -an loud they ſoup't his praiſe,” 
Whare'er ye gade, the maiſt feck oꝰ their cracks 
Were about Buxxs's blyth auldfarren knacks.— 
His country charm d, they II vr des og 
An' wi mmm te pagan | 


p " 


Rarrn, u, 


ks bed he, fac much 8 

No ane alive was e'er by ha'f face bleſt. 

An' now, ſince in the gloomy grave he's laid, 
What countleſs tears for RoB1x will be ſhed. 
Sure, a* that heard his trains, baith-grit an' ſma', 
Will dowie look, an mourn his ſudden fa. 


PATE. 


A will lament his 16% excepe the priefls,” 
Wham he miſca'd, an' rank'd amang the beaſts. 
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The Ordination, an The Holy. Fair ; 
The Unes Mournfo' Tale, that black affair; 
The Unco Calf; att” eke The Poacher Court; | 
In a tae ſang, of i bees © tines 
Sac doubtleſs, they will mak ne mane ava, 
Put think SO I PINA 2 4 
* eee 5 
« Wha wer an artificial face, 
« Tho' bleſs wi' Airis, or out of place, 
| « Reb did na cure, 
a nerf wn 
| ff * And ne'er dad ſpare, = 
| ® And hai be fngs the Holy Fair, £0 244 p469 TED 
© In rs; or'Þ ANT" '#91:1975 wall. 
25 Tho' bigotry, with dies flare, | „ ages 2451 
ee eee, 
P 3 whih or err 
Does be attack ? 


* 3 beav' iy Fair ! 
Thy dels Rb MW rw 7... :7 
4 And tho' be did ua pci mar, 
v7 Fu, ab! Wars m. | 
« Whare dwalli the man that diſua err 1 
4. well an be? 8 
= He paints 3 ' ſae feet, cool! tt 
& As true devotion „ 
a But ſatyrizes moſt complete, 
« And ſalr tak: aff, 
« F W wheat 
*** ur , 57 
Monovy Ser « Benn” 
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iet Sond. ad: Ser Cn 
Ae thing is ge ine ou their wants, | 
An' leugh at a' their aypocritic cane. 
For ſuperſtition, Ronix kytch'd i hence, 51g 20. 
And roos d ay honeſt men o common Tenſe; /_ / 
Mean trick, opprefſion, fraud, an' vile deceit, 
He ſatyrized baith in kirk and ſtate. 
His independent, free, an feeling heart. 
Diſdain'd to Oe 2416 pig e | 
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_ that's a fact! Weed jybes ak ks 
He gars his Te Dogs si e our gentle folks... 
How crouſe his cracks wi” Geordie in his Dream, 
"His taunts to Prince of. Wales gaun down the ſtream. 
The very Parliamentin' chaps 2 
He rages at for eee Maier. 


1 | 
He was I wat a ETON 
Saf? me! he even Addre/7'd the very Deil ; © 
An' gabbet gaſh an' free to griſſy Death, 
An' jiaket then'hjs clutches Free” d* Kaith. 
But now, alake ! he's catch'd him in his ee 
But Death will never ere din r 
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Na! while Shake in Caledonia's ſung, 

His name and fame ſhall gratefully be rung. 
While there's a pleugh to till, or corn a threave, 
Auld Gray Mare Maggy an' the Mouſe ſhall live ; 


* 


1 


/ 
* 
, 
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Iis gawſy Taggies lang will pleaſe the taſte 

O' Scottiſh ſwains, An“ be a dainty feaſt; nut uo 
Ti Louſe on 'Jeritiy's cup all ever ereep, 04 
for ſhall the Wbifite ever i illecp?; un boo 5Y 
7 he happy Cottar,” f mang hi wi fe anꝰ wang,” S191 v0 
hall ever rank maug! RoRN's Frectell Kras; 25 
I be Brigs "I Ayr haft ner Rae owre to Ayte, ia 4 
But ſcaul at ither in rþetual fpite; b e110 | ion 37 
118 knacky Eat f Jobe Bark? eyoorny Ni ib 2:4 
Vill baith be ſung” while Scofſmen toori hor; 15 
Blyth Hallotbegu, wi 4 ts cantraip turm 1 07502 nA 
Vill ilka year fevive tlie name of Bunxs; agent 5X 
The IN o ' Grofe' 4 "queer- adult ning. Hoo! DN 31¹¹ N 
hall laſt while PuEhüs mines or waten ſprings .I 
18 Vlies l, bal“ T Sante” i Tall, 0 SWINg HL 
e dp pre a nm. 
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Alake! alake! nir walr tin reed hein bla, | 
o cheer our hearts an” bear the gree away ©! = 4D 
(ae mair the banks o' Ayr he'll tray alangy 

An' cheer the ſhepherds wy /a/rural ſang; 

dae mair the reaming liquor will he quaff, 
n' wi” his merry catches rave the laugn; 4 32. 
lor * mang Edina's gentle chappies on bes a 0 
n' gar them fairlie at His" ready. wit; S ¼] 51-177 
n' oh! nae mair he'II ng his fiene nue, ＋ 
for ſhe be ever blett 1 in SORIN 3 5: arms. 
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May Nature gay, the fate o' Buzns bewall, 
tears frac Ika e's fa” down like hail. hay 


HED 


T3 
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88 2 e ftarns bb dim, © 
o ae our tuo nn a men fr. 
| Ye woods, an howes, an tka ſhady grove, its 4 
Where aft he pleaſant fang o you an love; , , 
Ye hills, ag” plains, an' ilka wimplin burn. 
His death in waefu', wacfu' n 5 
Ye tunefu” burds o ilka fize an wing, 2 
His dirge in ſolemn, ſolemn quavers fing ; | 525 
Retire to glens, ye flocks o* lambs an ſheep, 

An' there in waeſu n 


iſe ye a doolfu - but melodious croon; | n;: 
Lament in fat, fat tears ye plonghmen a 
prince o bards an ploughmen ta en a wa? 
An' oh! bewail his loſs ye bards ſublime, | 
At” ye weaker ginglin” ſons-o' rhyme, 
01 ſwell the Muſes train in gratefu'” lays, 
An' ſing the man did ance your ſauls amaze > 
A viſit pay the grave in which he ſlerpa, ts 
eee 
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Lat ika t LDF RY faithfu? ay 
The | highly honour'd Burns, now lowly lai OR 
Works; the beſt memorial o his name. 

Ts latelt n Rl A his Faux. 
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ON THE 
HIRTY-FIRST OF DECEMBER, 
BEING THE LAST DAT OF THE YEAR. N 
1 LI "3 1 . 
To which are added, 
AN ODE TO PRUDENCE. 


AND: — » 4 
N A N N V r 221 
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| DOMESTIC HAPPINESS.. 


* 


' 4 SON G. 3 | _ N 
Has! 2 LAST Drerunrx's Boary bead 
Bow'd to Oblivion's wave, and ſunk beneath, 
From this firange World aobat flitt ring clouts are f 
To throng the caverns relentleſi Death l : 


„ 
* * * 
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THIRTY-FIRST--QF.DECEMBER.- 


L. 
V᷑æS. I will climb yon rough Rock's giddy height, 
That o'er the Ocean bends his brow ſevere;— 
And as 1 muſe on TiMEs NEGLECTED-FLIGHT, . 
Wait the laſt ſunſhine of the parting Year! 

II. 
Why do the winds ſo ſadly ſeem to rave! 
Why broods ſuch ſolemn horror o'er the deep? 
It is, that rax ex points the yawning grave; 
And ſick' ning, ſhudders at the pond'rous ſleep} . 
IR : 

For O! ſince LasT:Drcemnr's hoary head 
Bow d to Oblivion's wave, and ſunk beneath, 


From this ſtrange World what flutt'ring clouds are fled- 
To throng the caverns of relentleſs Death! 


* * 
— 
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IV; 
And every tranſitory. ſhade is loſt, _ 
That in its courſe was fondly call'd « To-Dar!“ 
Spring's ſweets are gone! and Summer's flow'ry boaſt? 
And Autumn's. purple tonaurs paſsd away! 
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V. 

and now, tho Win ren, in rade mantle dreſt, 
Extends his icy Tceptre o'er the plain! | 
goon ſhall he fink on ArxI's dewy breaft! 

And laughing Mar fla} re- aſſume her reign? 


VI. 
gut Man, when once his bright day's fluſh is o'er, 
And Youth's too fleeting pleaſures take their wing, 
Muſt on Life's ſcene re-vegetate no more, 
But leap its gulph, to fiud a ſecond Spring. 


i VII. 
And can that fomething-each man calls «© Htuszir, 
Midſt this wide miracle of earth and ſky, 
Waſte the ſwift moments in the toil for pelf, 
Nor raiſe one thought to Nature's Majeſty? 


VIII. 
On the Globe's ſurface creep, a gro ling worm! 
Nor joy the noon-tide radiance toibehold —— 
Nor trace the Mighty Hand that guides the ſtorm— 
But deem <xaſtence relative to gold? 
IX. 
Ah! ſince this awful Now remains for me, 
To think, to breathe, to wonder at the whole, 


To move, to touch, to taſte, to hear, to ee, 
To call the myſtic conſciouſneſs, my Soul: 


— 4 
Fain would I ſeek a-while the ſportive ſhade, 
Ere the ſcene cloſe upon this doubtfubftate; 
Catch ev'ry painted phantom ere it fade, 
And leave the vaſt Uncertainty to Fate. 


{4) 


XI. 

But carer 13:MENE—yet can I quit the crew r 
Whoſe boſoms burn with avarice and pride, 
In yon blue vault to quench my thirſty view, 
Or tell my feelings to the boiſt rous tide. 


| XII. 
For are there not, as journeying on we go, 
With pilgrim ſtep thro' an unfriendly vale, 
Oppreſſion, Malice, Cruelty, and Woe, 
And do not Falſehood's venom'd ſhafts afſail? 


XIII. 
Were it not nobler far, with ſocial love, 
As fcllow-tray'lers in a rugged road, 
That each the other's evils ſhould remove, 
And with joint force ſuſtain the gen'ral load? 


| | XIV. 
O! while fuch fancied happineſs I trace, 
A glow of gladneſs runs thro' ev'ry vein; 
,Rapture's warm tear ſteals ſi ent down mj face, 
And thus I wake the philanthropic ſtrain: 


XV. 
Long, long, may.Britain's gen'rous Iſle be bleſt 
With foreign fame, domeſtic joys increaſe; 
At ev'ry inſult, ſhake the warlike creſt; 
Then wave her laurels in the Bow'r of Peace! 


XVI. 
Eleſt be her Sons in hardy valour bold, 
And all who haunt meck Learning's ſacred ſhade; 
TY affiring young; and the repoſing old; 


The modeſt matron; and th enchanting maiddè 


(5) 

XVII. 

And micht the Ras upon HIMSELF beſtow 
One humble wiſh, that ſoon his cares may end; 


With the dead year, reſign his weight of woe | 
Or with the thorns of life, at leaſt ſame roſes blend. - 


0 8 
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I. 


Warr didſt thou hide thee, cauTr0us Pow's, 
When firſt my ventr'ous Youth began? 
Thou cam'ft not to. the feſtive bow'r, 
Nor at the genial board wert found; 
And when the liquid grape went round, 
Thou never ſhow'dſt thy warning face, 
The wantonneſs of mirth to chaſe, 
And tell of ſhort life's ſhad'noy ſpan: 
Nor e'er didſt propheſy of woe, 


To chill my breaſt's impetuous glow; 
But provident, and ſhrewd, from me afar, : 


Tzou s8UnNx'sT To SCBER REST WITH Day's rh 
STax ! 


(6) 
II. 
Tis true, uideed, I thought with ſcorn, 
Thy miſerable maxims quaint, 
Were but of ſour Suſpicion born: 
« Let ſelfiſh fouls,” I madly cried, 
e Submit to ſuch a coward guide, 
« Be't mine to ſeek the ſportive vale, 
* With Friends, whoſe truth can never fail, 
And baniſh thence each baſe reſtraint!” 
Dull that I was -I feel it now, 
And offer late th' imploring vow: 
Too well convinc'd, who dare thy vengeance ur ge, 
Can ne'er, alas! eſcape an agonizing ſcourge! 
* 


III. 


Ahl wilt thou, deign then, to receive 
Thy Foe, profeſs'd for many a year? 
And wilt thou teach him, not to grieve? 
Forget the weakneſs of.paſt time, 
When frantic Paſſion was his crime; 
When to imperious charms a prey, 
His Morn of Life ſtole ſwift away, 
Yet gemm'd by Love's delicious Tear, 
That bath'd his-Boſom with delight; 
Tho' oft upon the Gales of Night, 
He heard thy whiſper'd threat aſpire, 
How could he heed it then—was not his heart on fire! 


IV. 


But now to gain thy frugal ſmile, 
Each wonted tranſport I forego, 
No more ſhall Beauty's ſcif beguile, 


(7) 


Atho' her blue Orbs ſofter ſtream 
Than the clear Moon's enchanting beam; 
Tho“ her ffi varying charms ariſe,, _ 

As to the haſt ning Traveller's eyes, 
HzLveTia's ſummer proſpects ſhow:. 
Or ſhould WEEK WorTa to me repair, 
And tell a Tale of deep Deſpair, 

I'd ſtrive to bid each fond emotion ſleep, 


Yes, I would turn away !—8uT. IL woULD TURN To were). 


V. 
Then, as with decent ſtep and mien, 
tread the path of fair repute, 

Thy Civic hand ſhall oſt be ſeen, 
To freight me with the ſordid Ore, 
Vhich moſt thy Votaries adore. 
Then, then ſhall FLAGGING Faxcr dic. 

hen all my lov'd illuſions fly, | 
Then will I break my ruſtic Flute: 
And, as the marble hearted crowd, 
Bc vainly rich, and meanly proud; 
Until I fix; like vonder blighted Thorn, 


That, deck'd wiTn GOLDEN BEAMS, NO VERNAL SWEETS 
ADORN, 


—————  — — —— — ͥ —„U. 


XN NUN. 
A SONG. 
* | 
Troven chill deſcends the drizzling rain; 
And hollow blows the wind; 


Of wintry ſtorms I'll not complain, 
While thus my Nanny's kind. 


(8) 
- +. -__ | 
When round my Cot the dreary fields, 
And ſhrubs are clad with ſnow, 


More joy than ſummer's ſunſhine yields. 
Her cheering? miles beſto r. 


III. 
Ihced not ruthleſs wars alarms, 
That Europe's ſons annoy; 
While I ſecure of Nanny's charms, 
Domeſtic peace enjoy. | 


IV. 


For wealth to India's diſtant ſnore 
Let greedy merchants roam: 

With Nanny bleſt, I aſk no more 
Than competence at home. 


V p . 
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Give Epicures their ſumptuous fare, 
Whilſt I more truſy bleſt : | 


The neat tho' frugal viands ſhare - 
My Nanny's hands have dreſs d. 
VI. 4 - 
The flaunting Nymphs, that haunt the tor 
I void of envy fee, 


Whilſt Nanny in her linen gown 
E all the world t to me. 


FIN. I 8. 


1. YEAR'S DAY: 
— 


ow Nature) : thang ee 20 
To blirty, cauld, end blae, 

{nd blythly Scotias bairns conveen 

To baud their Hogmanae, 


be Muſe, wha lots to cure the ſpleeng 
Now tunes @ beartſome lay, 


nent to feng wat ſbe has ſeen, 
And bail the New-Year's Day, 


ben Friendſhip, Love and Foy their pleafing ſounds 
convey. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
——— ...... — — 


Tux deſign of the following Verſes is to 
ſcribe the manner in which the Feſtival of Ne 
Year's DAY is generally held throughout Sc, 
land. | | 

THE univerſal joy exhibited at the recurrens 
of this period, pervades every rank in ſociety 
but more eſpecially the lower orders, who 
no other general Feſtival in the year. 


a at 


— 


= 
- 


— 
\ - 
* : * 


1 9 ; 4 $4 * T4 
— — . — — 
Ly * 2 
* X ' J . 


NEW-YEAR'S DAY: 


A POEM. 


| . n O come and ſee 
Which o' ye a' will cleek wi' me, 
And lend me wings that I may flee, 
And mak a fraiſe, 
For a' the poets tell how ye 


Inſpire their lays, 
II. 
To ſing in hamely ſtyle, O teach me, 
And tak nae prigging, I beſeech ye, 
But let my invitation reach ye, 
Frae midſt the thrang, 


For troth I canna thole to fleetch ye 
Wi' buſked ſang. 


III. 
With your aſſiſtance I'ſe begin 
To tell how the New Year comes in, 
With fic a ſough and fic a din | 
O' clinkan ſtoups, 
And bodies ** to ſee their kin 
Get monie coups. 


(4) 
| IV. 
At twal at &en on Hogmanas F, 
See how impatient with delay, 
The drowſy Firft-fit f krapes lis ways 
Syne wi' a roar, 
He lang before the frech o ds 
Thumps at your door, 


. 
Baith hands are fu', gude luck to ſhaw, 
HET-PINTS f and Bread and Cheeſe and æ 
WY dauds o' CURRAN-BUNS to gnaw, 
He thus cries to them, 
1 A gude New Year unto ye a', 
And monie o' them.“ 


To the bed- ſtock, wi” glaſſes fu?,, 
He gangs and gies them a' a pu't 
Half-ſleeping and half-waking now, 
They glaum about, 
Till in their hand they get their due, 
Syne coup it out, 


* Hopmanae is word derived {rom a Hebrew root, 
and ſignifies ** The Bleſſed Month, 1 being tbe * 
in which our Saviour Twas born. 


+ Firſt-fit js the name given to the perſen who firſt en- 
ters a bouſe on NewsYear's Day morning, and is al- 
20ays expected to enter with tokens of plenty, expreſſive 
unn, to the family. 

+ 4 Het-pint is a pint, Scotch meaſure; of bet Beer, 
made up to a very polatable taſte, with Spirits, Sugur, 
and Eggs, and is commonly brought by the firſl-foot ts the 
bed. ſide of theſe" ie ie, of which 1 invites h 
drink bbgrally, (2TH 


— 


($8) 

+: VWs 

— nite thele Wn, 

Wha dream'd o NEW'R-DAY fince yeftreen, 

And cry to ha'e e their brats a* clean 
To haud the play, 

For toſh and braw they maun be ſeen 

On fic a day. | 


VIn. 
Now rickities and trumpets come, 
And a' the ſtreets wi” playocks bum; 
Some play the fiddle, ſome the drum, 
WY a' their birr: 
On ſtands are monie a Dutch blawffum, 
And a's aſtir. | 


IX. L 
But aft as o'er the glaury ſtrawn 
The tentleſs little anes are gaun, 
They tumble down, and whan they're faun 
| Folk rin in cluds, 
And loud they ſcreech whan they look on 


Their dirty dude 


X. 
Now folks a dreadfu* havoc play 
Amang the Curran-Buns a' day; 
Saut roaſts and meikle mair they ha'e, 
Their kytes to fill, 
And thumpin' kebbucks whang'd away 
Like a peaſe-kill, 


| XI. 
Whan friends and neighbours a? about 
Are met, and drinking clean-cap-out, 
And — Ol what a rout 

en vi oY —_—_— 


— 


(6) 
And jaws o whiſky gaun about 
To fap the lungs, "RY + A 


XII. B 
The working lads 2, drelt like beaus, | 
Forget their toils, and cares, and woes; 
Each for his bonnie part'ner goes, 
And they fu ſweet, s 
Impatient wait their tryſted joes, ; 
And bluſhing meet, a 


XIII. 
With canty ſocial ſpirit all 
Now join the Fiddle and the Ball. 
The Scots Reel play'd fu” briſk and baul', 
A' muſic dings; 
Nought cheers and elevates the ſaul | 
Like Highland Springs, 


a 


4 XIV. 
O! youngſters, prize the happy hour, | 
With youth and love now in your power, 
Unwelcome age your joys will ſour, 
When oh, alas! 
| Dim ee d and fra, yell tott*rin* cour 
Wi' runkled face, 


XV. 
O genuine joy! unbought by pence, 
To thee the poor ha'e maiſt pretence ; 
Aft'ner thou dwalls in humble ſpenſe 

Than palace bien, 

Whar rich folk buy, at great expence 

I be dwams o ſpleen. 

XVI. 

The young anes dance and loup like bucks, 
The auld wives creep near ingle neuks, 


67 
And keeking, tell how new dreſs leuks, 
And young folks breedir”, 
»»»» 
Ass braweſt cleedin. 


. „ 
Auld cocks ha'f tipſy, now incline 
Around the bowl or ſtoup to join, 

And crack o feats they did langſyne, 
To mem ry dear, 
While youth and love ruſh on their min”, 
A nd draw a tear. 


XVII. 

Eeen totterinꝰ age, lyart and bal”, 

Maun hae his youthfu' ſtory taul, 

How he gaed ſouple, ſtrang and baul' 
Through dib and mire * 

Life's gimmerin' lamp blinks thro? his ſaul, 
A ſpunk o fire. 


XIX. 
Night o'er the land does darkneſs pu”, 
And troth ſhe has a bonnie view ; 
Some are dead-drunk, ſome roaring fu” 
Wi' mighty ſplutter 5 
And ither ſome gaun out to ſpew 
Faun ? the gutter. 
XX, 


Now ſober folks their doors are ſteeking, 
Ik wife her drunken huſband ſeeking, 


qc 


Thro* monnie a change-houſe ſhe ga'es keekiag 


While ke at ſome bien fire fits 
And roaring fu. 


66 i 
XXI. 
Yet lun bwin came cnn). 
But at ilk cronny's door maun ca; 
At his coat · fail his wife wall draw, 
And do her beſt, 
And monie a cankar'd name ſhe'll ca 


5 XXII. 24 
Now roaring din has done its beſt, 
And waens he ſkepped i? their neft ; 
Douſe folks are a gane to their reſt, 
But ither ſome 
Drink and ſtand teuchly to the teſt 
Till morning come 


Such are the feats of the New Year; 
Folk waſte the caſh they wan fu dear, 
For frae the glaſs they winna ſteer, 

But ay they'll ſuck ity 
Till a their pouches o nod goth 


| | XXIV. 

Now Poet-LaureatI ha'e doon, 

Gie us a flight as heigh's the moon : 

Pour penſion'd faul, ye ay maun tune 
To buſk and flatter, 

But nae Scots bard, 1 truſt, will croon 
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FAMILIAR EPISTLE 


ON THE 
Recommen mencement of Diſtillin g in Scotland. 
Food falls the wwame, and keeps us livin, 
Wo lifes a gift no worth receivin, 
When beavy dragg'd wi". pine and grievin. 
But oil d by THEE, 


The zwheels of life gr 1 bill ſcrievin, 


i ratiling glee: | 
„ Nn. 25 


To which is added, 
ade > 
GOWD O GOWRIE; 
A SCOTS 8 ON G. 
| Never before publiſhed. TEE 
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ADVERTISEMENT: 


THE following Vzzsrs were ſuggeſted by the peruſal of 


his Majeſty's proclamation of the 2oth of October 1796, 


permitting the making of low wines and ſpirits. An un- 
uſual portion of joy has been thereby diffuſed among the 


Tower claſſes in Scotland, who indulge the pleaſing hope ci 


again taſting their favourite beverage, the high price of 
which, had almoſt amountcd to a total prohibition. 

This publication is not meant to encourage thoſe habits 
of diſſipation in the lower ranks, which lee hem ſo juſtly 
condemned as the bane of induſtry and happineſs, It is to 


k 4 
FAMILIAR EPISTLE: 


Mr. F 1 . 
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1. 


| Or a the ills ip this creafion * 
Drouth and nae-drink”s the warſt vexation; . 
To free us frae this curſt ſtaryation 
| Since Thau's thought fit, 
This! this alone! is thy ſalvation 
O Willy Pitt? 


u. 


We hail thee now as ſtate phyſician, 
Saving this kintra frae perdition! 
*Gainſt democrates nae inquifition 
Ye mair need raiſe, 
For, tho? in ſtate of requiſition | 
"We'll ſound thy praiſe. 


As made a body tine their wits +571 rand iT 
neee 0 
Their dead des ens ene co 11k 
or colic gripes. 


. 


[4] 
To what then coud we drinkers rin 
But coſtly foreign RUM. or GIN, 

Or was our pouch ſac ſtrong as win 
* To BRANDY ever; 
It only brunt us up within” 
And ſcaumt our liver. 


-+ 5 — 
—. „„ 


v. 


He ſurely is the warſt 0˙ knaves 8 
Wha heedleſs of our HEALTH behaves, 13 
And brewing ſtuff not fit for ſlaves _ 
Views as mere ſportin: 
The ſending thouſands to their graves . 

To ſwell his fortune. 


VI. 


To brew ſuch traſh,.O ſhun the faut! 
And tak the utmoſt care to draw't, - - - 
Let's hae nae reaſon to miſca't 
As FVitriolic, 
But gies the pith o genuine maut r 
To cure the colie. | 


Then we'll join heart and han' bo fblids » 
The brewer that affords us this 
Our gen'ral thanks he winna miſs r wen wh 
| - Wha brews'it right, 

But a that's nde ond great we'll win 5 841 
On him to light. 


2 
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VIII. 


We ſwear, now o'er a gill, at leiſure 
O Pitt, this is your wiſeſt meaſurel! - 7 
Wad ye increaſe the nation's. treaſure _ 
And ſee , 
And a your taxes; paid wi' pleaſure 
Cie us CHEAP WHISKY, 


O! had ye bot 3 | 
Starvation ftaring in her face ..., 
In her when ſighing out alas 
Wi' grief dung dizzy! 
Ae mark o' joy ye coudna trace— | 
Waes me, poor hizzys 


"et 


Wow man! but ye was ſair miſtaen, 
By this, to low the price o grain, 
Your ſcheme has a' clean contrair gane 
— Tuo your deſire, 
For, when o' whiſky we had nane 
' Grain ne'er was higher. 


XI. 


Ye ſet agoing ilka ſtillj / | 
But young new as faſt's ai | 26 
Tho' ſweert at firſt gie 3 a gill 
ud they're quite willog. 


1 


L 6 J 
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„ 2 
Poor Scotland! maiſtly in a pet.. 


Her mither-milk ſhe coudna gert 


Now her defire's o'er ſharply E222 v7 
To wait a wee, 

She'll rather tak it xzexING HET 

Trac the Cocx-zx! 
XIII. 

Then gie auld Scetland ay her due, 

Her bairns beſt cordial WHISKY-BLUE 

as Hr wa je ee king-killing crew! 

Shell never ſtrike; 


Dat he for GEORDID, and for YOU, - 

As lang's ye like. 
XIV. 

The ragged breth'ren G the nine, 

Wha cams wine kn wine, 

For faut of drink did fairly pine eb] 71 
Le poor dull mights— 

_— WHISKY now they'Il ine 

Wo glorious flights! 


XV. 


Then here. dect err 


Curſe on ye if your time ye waſte; 49) 
See that hich night and day, in haſte, aue 
ö Le toil by turns, 

Or ye'll get nae reſt ae the chan 
es — 


* 


5 * 


„ 


4 
G OWD O' GOWRIE: 
as Bο,.! . r 


1 
Never before publiſhed, 
Tuxz.—Dainty Davio. 
Is 


Wr rn, TEA 
O but the bare FD” 
A bonnier laſs ye coudna ſeen * 
In 2' the carſe 0' Gomrie. 
IE >... 
Quite tir'd o living a” big. eos: 
Pate to her did his love explain, 8 
And ſwore he'd be, were ſhe his ain, 
The happieſt lad in Gowrie, 
She ſaid © I winna marry hee Ta 
For a' the gear that ye can gie; 8 
„Nor will I gang ae ſtep ajee - 
For a' the gowd in Gowrie. 
« My father will gie me twa kye, 
My mither's gaun ſome yarn to dye, 
* I'll get a gown juſt like the ſky, 
e 
V. | 
Quo He, © O Katie; fy na be, Rs 
Thou little-kens a heart that's wae, 
* Hae there's my hand, hear me, I pray, 
* Since thou N no gang to Gowzris- 


T 8 71 
IIA WOO ard 
: Since firſt 1 met thee at the ſhiel 
My ſaul to-thee's been true and leel, - 
The darkeſt night I fear nae deel, 
| Warlock nor witet in Gowrie. 
r e BR 

I fear nae want o' claes or nout, | 
« Sic filly things my mind ne'er tout, 
I dream a' night and ſtart about, 

+ And'wiſh for thee in Gowrie. 

v. 

] loe thee better Kate, my dear, 
Than a' my riggs and out gaun gear, 
git down-till anes I to thee ſwear | 
| 6 Thou worth the carſe o Gowrie,” 
| Tx & 1. 
Done en tar lips res Lie Laid: | 
While bluſhes a her cheeks o'erſpread, | 5 
She ſigh'd and in ſaft whiſper faid © © 

Boa ng Pate, tak me to Gowrie. | 

X. 

Quo! he, © is the auld fock rang, 
gay what they like F'll bide their bang, 
And ſtay a' night tho? beds be thrang, 

* But Fl bacithee to Gon | 
The auld fock cons baith gied 8 
The prieſt was ca'd, a” were content; | 
And Katie never did repent, | 

That he gaed hame to Gowrie. 

3 . | 

For routh o bonny baitris had ſhe, 
Mair ſtrappan lads ye condna ſee 0 
And her bra laſſes bear the gree | 8 | 

Frae a the reſt in Gowrie, © 0 0 

mw TT TRTW7 >m2! 
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To Nature thus ti Eternal mover ſaid, 

% Thro' all my works be Order i laws oley 47 
© O;der decreed the certain path to bli iſs, 

« None ver. Pall err, who flritly move by this” 
Look then around, the univerſe ſurvey. 

And follow Nature, as foe leads the way. 


— — — — 
To which is added; 


AN 
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U. HAPPY man, thro' life's ſuceeſſive years, 
From youth to age, ſay how thy reaſon errs; 
Still prone to weep thy miſeries below, 
Regardleſs of the ſource from whence they flow; 
On Nature charging, and her perfect laws, 
Tphoſe ills thy follies, or thy vices cauſe. 


But know thou this, Nature, to all a fricad, 
Directs each being to its proper end; 
To happineſs points out the certain road 
To follow Nature, as to fellow God. 


Ere Time had birth, or the ſun's radiant light 
Diſſolv'd the reign of Chaos and old Night, 
Nature unform'd, in rude diforder lay, 

And held in anarchy a lawleſs ſway. 


But God commands—all civil diſcords ceale, 
And u arring elements unite in peace; 
Syitems in Order ſtraight begin to roll, 


And friendly parts compoſe one beauteous whole. 


E 
To Nature thus th' Eternal mover faid, 
« Thro' all my works be Order's laws obey'd; 
« Order decreed the certam path to bliſs, 
None <'er {ſhall err, who ſtrictly move by this.“ 


Look then around, the univerſe ſurvey, 
And follow Nature, as ſhe leads the ways 
To yonder ample arch direct thine eye, 
And view the perfect Order of the ſky. 


Fix d in his orb, ſee with refulgent ray, 
The conſtant ſun lights up the genial day; 
Mhile ſhining worlds melodiouily advance, 
And form around the planetary dance. 


See the pale moon adorn ' d with borrow'd kght, 
More faintly gilds the duſky ſhades of night; 
In bright array, ſhe leads her ſtarry train, 
Obeys the earth, and guides the ſwelling main, 


Her ſtarry train, by the fame rule confin'd, 
Chſequious Wait, nor leave the queen behind; 
But all in perfect harmony conſpire, 

To move as Order and its laws require. 


To earth deſcend—fee mountains, woods, and 
vales, 
The murm' ring waters, and the whiſp'ring gales; 
Whatever wings the lovely realms of Day, 
Lives on the land, or ſwims along the ſea; 
In Order all purſue the ends deſign d, 


Proportion'd to their ſtation, and their kind. 


Rains Cab nor does the earth deny 
To nd them back in vapours j0 the fy; 


ES I 
Seas fill the fprings—the ſprings again repay * F 
Their grateful tribute to the flowing ſea. Cal 


Night follows day—eaſons the year divide, To 
"Twixt Winter's nakedneſs, and Summer's pride; 
And flow'rs and fruits, (the ſummer's rich ſupply] 
Riſe, bloom, and flouriſh,—ficken, fade, and die, 


Without controul, unerring Inftin& reigns, 
And ſee, each brute the gen'ral law maintains; 
Unchanging verges to the deſtin d goal, | 
True as the needle trembles to the pole, 


But Man, the ſport of ev'ry paſſion made, 
By all careſs'd, and yet by all betray d; 
From Order's flow'ry path perverſely ſtrays, 
And wanders on in Error's crooked maze; 
And, ſpite of Nature, and in Reaſon's ſpight, 
Purſaes wrong meaſures, and neglects the right, 


But mark how, rifing from this fatal ſource, 
Vice pours along, reſiſtleſs in its courſe; 
And, like ſome raging flood, without controul, . 
Heaps woes on woes, and deluges the foul. 


Hence Love and Hate, in wild diferder join'd, 
Diſturb our reafon, and diſtract our mind; 
Delufive Hope, and more deluſive Fear, 

Now raiſe us up, now ſink us in gun. 


Hence Anger burns, and pale Dejeion chills 
Envy torments, and pining Sorrow kills 
And every paſſion in its turn deſtroys 
Some preſent bliſs, or leſſens future joys. 


CF I 
From hence Exceſs, parent of Sloth and Eaſe, 
Calls forth the lurking ſeeds of each diſeaſe; 


And Death, grim tyrant! haſtens on his pace, 
To ſhorten half the date of human race. 


WW Hence, injur'd Innocence oppreſſion feels, 
ud Perſecution threatens whips and wheels; 


Aad Juſtice mourns, depreſs'd by perjur'd tools, 
A prey to Malice, and a ſcorn to Fools. 


Hence War with thouſands dah the engine 
plain, E 
And Liberty deplores a Tyrant's reign; 
In guilty ſtate thus conqu ring Cæſar rode, 
And drench'd Pharſalia's field with Roman blood; 
Thus, Philip's fon ran mad with martial pride, 
And Nero, once a faint, turn'd . 


A ſavage life our raftic fathers led, 
Acorns their food, and mother Earth their bed; 
Rough in their habit, in their manners rude, 
A lawleſs, cruel, and ignoble croud. 


But Order roſe, the beauteous child of Jove, 
Parent of Pleafure, Harmony, and Love; 
Smiling ſhe roſe, and Diſcord took its flight, 
The ſavages grew mild, the rude polite; 5 | 
Thus ſpectres vaniſh at th approach of light. 


Then Peace triumphant wav'd her olive wand, 
And cheerful Plenty crown'd each happy land; 
Then laws were made to curb unruly Might, 


And Juſtice held th' impartial ſcales of Right. 


E 


And blended Int reſt pointed at one aim; 

Hence ſprung the tender ſocial ties of life, 
Friend, Father, Brother, Huſband, Child and Wife. 
Then towns were built, and mutual leagues were 
made, 

And ſtates were form'd by Order's powerful aid, 
And man forſook the cave and ſylvan ſhade. 


Thus poets tell, by Orpheus' lays inſpir'd, 
Tygers grew mild, and ſilently admir'd; 

Thus walls and tow'rs around Amphion throng, 
And ſtately Thebes was built by magic ſong. 


=» 
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Then patriots roſe, who tyranny withſtood, 
And greatly ſuffer'd, for their country's good; 
Here Codrus dies, friend to th Athenian ſtate, 
And brave Timoleon ſeals his brother's fate: 
There Regulus to ſure deſtruction runs, 

And Brutus bleeds for Rome, in both his ſons. 


Then Arts were known, and Sciences began 
To poliſh and refine the ways of man; 
Here bluſhing grapes the ſpreading vines adorn, 
And fertile fields turn white with waving corn; 
Tn verdant paſtures there the cattle ſtray, 
While jovial ſhepherds chaunt the rural lay. 


Here Navigation ſpreads her ſwelling fails, 
Rides on the waves, and courts the proſp'rous gales; 
And Commerce round the globe begins to roll, 
And wafts the wealth of India to the Pole. 


Then Sculpture firſt in due proportion ſhone; 
And beauty ſeem'd to breathe in living ſtone; 


1 
Then mimic Paint deceiy'd the wond'ring eye, 
And each bold figure ſeem'd a ſtander-by. 


Then Architecture heav'd ſome lofty dome, 
The pride of Athens, Babylon, or Rome. 


Such are thy ſtructures, Carliſle, ſuch their ſtate, 
Nobly ſublime, and regularly great; | 
Where Grace and Art, in full perfection; join 'd, 
Reflect the image of their maſter's mind. 


But, daring Muſe, reftrain thy tow'ring wing, 
Unable thou that lofty theme to ſing ; 
That lofty theme adorns a Muſe's lays, 
Whoſe wit ſhall charm, till Taſte itſelf decays. 


Thus Order firſt the ſavage world refin'd, 
Reform'd their manners, and improv'd their mind. 


Say then, weak man, is happineſs thy care? f 
Be timely wiſe, nor truſt thyſelf too far; f 
Reſtrain thy paſſions, call thy reaſon in, | 
And quelbthe fierce exulting foe within; 

To Order's ſtandard be thy acts confin d, 

Let Order rule the ſallies of thy mind: | 
With ſtricteſt care thy leſſer world command, 
As moves the greater by the Almighty's hand; 
As ſhifts no ſtar but by his ſov'reign ſway, 

So follow thou as Order points the way; 

From this foundation ſure to climb to bliſs, 
None e er ſhall err, who * move by this, 
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1629) 
EPITAPH for ALGERNON SIDNEY, 


BY SIR BROOK BOOT HBY, BART. 


I. 


C OMEST thou, brave youth, by kindred virtue led, 


T' explore the pregnant annals of the dead, 

That bright example may inſpire thy breaſt, 

Arreſt tliy ſtep: here Sidney's aſhes reſt? 
3 II 


Does the ſound vibrate thro” thy throbbing heart? 
Glows thy warm cheek ? Do tears, indignant, ſtart? 
The omens hail: they mark thy ſtrenuous mind; 
The honeſt guardian of thy race deſign'd. 

HI 


Approach; contemplate this immortal name; 
Swear on this ſhrine to emulate his fame; 


- To dare, like him, een to thy lateſt breath; 


Contemning chains, and poverty, and death. - 

| IV. | Y 
Then go: and dauntleſs'in thy country's cauſe, 
Aﬀert her rights, and liberties, and laws; | 
Unfading honours be thy glorious doom; 
And tears, like thoſe thou ſhedd'ſt, bedew thy tomb. 

V. 
But if this ſacred name awake no zeal, 
No generous ardour for the public weal; 
Purſue thy way, nor vainly loiter here; 
Thy tearleſs eye profanes the patriot's bier. 
FINIS. 


THE 


MAID OF THE INN. 


f 
To which is added; 
NEIGHBOUR DICK. 
—— — 


Who is ſbe, the poor maniac, whoſe wildly:fixed eyes 
' Seem a beart overcharged to expreſs? | 
Sbe wweeps not, yet often and deeply fbe ſighs, 
She never complains, but ber fulence implies 
The compoſure of ſettled diſtreſs. 
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Was is ſho the; poor maniac, whoſe wildly-fixed eyes 
geem a heart overcharged to expreſs? 
She weeps not, yet often and deeply ſhe ſighs, 
She never complains, but her filence implies 
The compoſure of ſettled diſtreſs. 


II. | 
No aid, no compaſſion the maniac will ſeek, 
Cold and hunger awake not her care: 
Thro' her rags do the winds of the winter blow bleak : 
On her poor withered boſom half bare, and her cheek 
Has the deathy pale hue of deſpair. 


III. 
Yet chearful and happy, not diſtant the day, 
Poor Mary the maniac has been; 
The traveller remembers, who journey'd this way, 
No damſel ſo lovely, no damſel ſo gay, bf 
As Mary the maid of the inn. 


9 


Her chearful addreſs fill'd the gueſts with delight, 


As ſhe welcom'd them in with a ſmile: 
Her heart was a ſtranger to childiſh affright, 
And Mary would walk by the abbey at night 
When the wind whiſtled down the dark aiſle.. 


133 
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She lov'd, and young Richard had ettled the dax. 
And ſhe hop'd to be:happy for life; 

But Richard was idle and worthleſs, and they 

Who knew him would pity poor Mary and ſay, 

That ſhe was too good for his wife. 


VI. 


Twas in autumn, and ſtormy and dark was the night, 
And faſt were the: windows and door; 

Two gueſts ſat enjoying the fire that burn bright, 

And ſmoking in ſilence with tranquil delight 
They liſtened to hear the wind roar. 


VII. 


© Tis pleaſant,” cried one, ſeated hy the ſire- ſide, 
« To hear the wind whiſtle without.“ 
& A fice night for the abbey!” his comrade replied, 
© Mcthinks a-man's courage would now be well tried 
„ Who ſhould wander the ruins about. | 


VIII. 


I myſck like a ſchool-boy, ſhould tremble to hear 
« The hoarſe ivy ſhake over my head; 
And could fancy 1 ſaw, half perſuaded by fear, 
Some ugly old abbot's white ſpirit appear, 
„For this wind-might awaken the dead!” 


IX. 
«I'll wager a dinner,” the other one cried, 
© That Mary would venture there now.” 
Then wager and loſe!” with a ſneer he replied, 
I'll warrant ſhe'd fancy a ghoſt by her fide, 
Aud faint if ſhe. ſaw a white cow.“ 


(49 


. 
& Will Mary this charge on her courage allow“ Th 
His companion exclaim'd with a'ſmile; 
&« J ſhall win, for I know ſhe will venture there now, Th 
.c* And earn a new. bonnet by bringing a bongh - fo 
From the elder that grows ia the aiſte. 
| | XL 
4 With fearleſs good htmour did Mary comply, 2 
And her way to the abbey ſhe bent; 
_ The night it was dark, and the wind it was high, T 
| J | And 2s hollowly howling it ſwept thro' the ſky A 
i 3 She ſhiver'd with cold as the went. > 
3 
1 : XII. 
4 Ober the path fo well known {till proceeded the maid, 1 
@ 9 Where the abbey roſe dim on the ſight, 
a Thro' the gate-way ſhe enter d, ſhe felt not afraid, [ 
'F Yet the ruins were lonely and wild, and their ſhade ] 


| Seem'd to deepen the gloom of the night. 


XIII. 


All round her was ſilent, ſave-when the rude blaſt 
Howl'd diſmally round the old pile; 
Over weed- cover d fragments ſtill fearleſs ſhe paſt, 
And arriv'd in the innermoſt ruin at laſt 
Where the elder tree grew in the aiſle. 
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XIV. 
Well pleas'd did ſhe reach it, and quickly drew near, 
And haſtily gather d the bough: | 
"When the ſornd of a voice ſeem'd to riſe on her ear, 
She paus'd, and ſhe liſten'd, all eager to hear, | 
And her heart panted fear fully now. . - 
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(s) 
The wind blew, the hoarſe ivy ſhook over her head, 
Size Uſten'd, —nought elſe could ſhe hear. 
The wind ceas'd, her heart funk in her boſom with dread, 
for ſhe heard in the ruins diſtinctly the tread 
Of fo tſteps approaching her near. 


XVI. 


Pchind a wide column, half breathleſs with fear, 
She crept to conceal herſelf there: 

That inſtant the moon o'er a dark cloud ſhone clear, 

And ſhe ſaw in the moonlight two ruffians appear, 
And between them a corpſe did they bear. 


XVII. 
Then Mary could feel her heart-blood curdled cold 
Again the rough wind hurried hy. — 
{: blew off the hat of the one, and hehold 
Lren cloſe to the feet of poor Mary it roll d 
She felt and expected to die. 


XVIII. 


Curſe the hat!” he exclaims, “ nay come on and frft hide, 
* The dead body,” his comrade replies. 

She beheid them in Tafety paſs on by her ſide, 
dhe ſeizes the hat, fear her courage fupplied, 

And faſt thro” the abbey ſhe flies. 


XIX. 
She ran with wild ſpeed, ſhe ruſh'd in at the docr, 
She gaz'd horribly eager around, 3 
Then her limbs could ſupport their faint burden no more, 
And exhauſted and breathleſs ſhe ſunk on the floar 
Unable to utter a ſound. 


Tre yet her pale lips could the ſtory impart, 


8 Not far from the road it engages the eye, 


* 


X. 


For a moment the hat met her view ;— 
Her eyes from that object convulſively ſtart, 


 For—oh;God, what cold horror then thrill'd thro her hear 


When the name cf her Richard ſhe knew! 


XXI. 


Where the old abbey ſtands, on the common hard by 
His gibbet is now to be ſeen. 


The traveller beholds it, and thinks with a ſigh 
Of poor Mary the maid of the inn. 


| | 


NEIGHBOUR DICK. 
——ñ— — 


. 


How comes it, neiglibour Dick, 
That-you, with taſte uncommon, 
Have ſerv'd the girls this trick, 
And wedded an old woman? 


TASTE. 
Each belle condemns the choice 
Of a youth ſo gay and ſprightly; 
But we, your-ſ{riends, rejoice 


That you have judg'd fo rightly. 


erk 


Ill. 
Though odd to ſome it ſounds .'  ,- 
That on threeſcore you ventur d; 
Let, in ten thouſand pounds 
1 Ten thouſand charms are center d. 


IV. | 
Beauty, you know, will fade; 6. 
As does the ſhort-liv d flow'r;. S, 
Nor can the faireft maid - 
Enſure her bloom an hour. 


V. 
But wiſely you reſign, 
For ſixty, charms fo tranſient; 
As the curious value coin | 
The more for being-antient.. 


| OY VI. 
Obſerving hence, by you, 

In marriage ſuch decorum, 
Still wiſer youths ſhall do 

As you have done before em. 


| VII. 
With joy your ſpouſe ſhall ſee... - 
The fading beauties round her; 
While ſhe herſelf ſhall be 
The felf-ſame thing you found her. 


: VIII. 


Oft is the marriage-ſtate . E 
With jealouſy attended; 

And hence, through foul debate, 
Are nuptial joys ſuſpended. 


TH) 
IX. 
But you with ſuch a wiſe 
No jealous fears are under, 
She's yours alone for life— 
Or much we all ſhall wonder. 


xX. 
Her death would grieve you ſore, 
But let not that torment you; 

My life, ſhe'll ſee fourſcore, 
If that will but content you. 


XI. 

On this you may rely, 
For the pains you took to win Rer, 
She'll ne'er in child-bed die, 
Unleſs the Devil's in her. 


XII. 
Some have the name of hell 
To matrimony given; 
How falſely you can tell, 
Who find it ſuch a heav'n. 


1 XIII. 

Each day of yours, and night, 

Is crown'd with joy and gladneſs,. 
While envious virgins bite 

Their hated ſheets for madneſs. 
With ſpouſe long ſhare the bliſs 

You'd miſs'd in any other; 
And when you've bury'd this, 

May you have ſuch another! 

FINIS. 
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BAD COMPANY, 
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To which are added, ; 
THE NEGRO BOY, 
AND Js a —_ 
THE SHORT GREAT-C OAT: 


 * 


Let others, with poetic fire, 

In raptures praiſe the tuneful choir, 

The Liunet, Chafinch, Goldfinch, Thrufs, 
And every warbler of the buſs ; 

Jing the Mimic Magpye's fame, 

In wicker cage well fed and tame. 
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HE MAGPYE. 


Lr others, with poetic fire, 
In raptures praiſe the tuneful choir, 

The Linnet, Chaffinch, Goldfinch, Thruſt, 
And every warbler of the buſh; 

I ſing the Mimic Magpye's fame, 

In — cage well fed and tame. 


In Fleet- ſtreet dwelt in days of yore 
A jolly tradeſman nam'd Tom Moare. 
Gen'rous and cpen as the day, 
But paſſionately fond of play, 

No ſounds to him fuch ſweets afford 
As dice-box rattling o'er the board; 
Bewitching Lazard is the game 

For which he forfeits health and fame. 


In baſket priſon hung on high, 


With dappled coat and watchful eyc, 


A fav'rite Magpye ſees. the play, 
And mimics ev'ry word they ſay, 


(3) 


Lord ] Je be nicks us, Tom Moore cries, 
Lord! bow he nicks ut, Mag replies; 

Tom throws, and. eyes the glitt'ring ſtore, 
Ard as he throws exclaims Tom Moore“ 
Tem Moore the mimic bird replies; | 
The aſtoniſh'd gameſters lift their eyes, 
And wond'ring ſtare and Jook around, 

As doubtful whence proceeds the ſound. 


This diſſipative life of courſe 
Soon brought poor Tam from bad to worſe; 
Nor prayers nor promiſes prevail 
To keep him from a dreary jail. 


And now between each heart-ſelt ſigh 

Tom oft exclaims Bad Gompany l 

Poor Mag, who ſhares his maſter's fate, 
Exclaims from out his wicker grate 
Bad company! Bad company!” 

Then views poor Tom with curious eye, 
And cheers his maſter's wretched hours 
By this diſplay of mimic powers. 

Th' impriſoned bird, tho' much careſs d, 
Is ſtill by anxious cares oppreſs'd, 

In filence mourns its cruel fate, 

Ard oft explores his priſon-gate. 


Obſerve, thro' life yowll always find 
A fellow feeling makes us kind. 
50 Tom reſolves immediately 
To give poor Mag his liberty; 
Then opes his cage, and with a ſigh _ 
Takes one fond look and lets him fly. 


(4) 


Now Mag, once more with freedom bleſo u, 
Looks round to find a place of reſt; 7 
To Temple Gardens wings his way, 

There perches on a neighbouring ſpray. 


The Gardiner now with buſy cares 
A. curious ſeed for graſs prepares, 
Vet, ſpite of all his toil and pain, 
The hungry birds devour the grain. 


A curious net he does prepare, 

And lightly ſpreads the wily ſnare; 
The feather'd plunderers came in view, 
And Meg ſoon joins the thieviſs crew. 
The watchful Gard'ner now. ſtands by, 

With nimble hand and wary eye; 

The birds begin their ſtoln repaſt, 
The flying net ſecures them fait. 


The vengeful clown, now filFd with ire, 
Does to a neighbouring ſhed retire, 
And, having firſt ſecur d the doors 
And windows, next the net explores. 


Now, in revenge for plunder'd ſeed, 
Each felon he reſolves ſhalt bleed, 
Ihen twiſts their little necks around, 
And caſts them breathleſs on the ground. 


Mag, who with man was us'd to herd, 
Knew ſomething more than common' bird; 
He therefore watch'd with anxious care, 
And ſlipt himſelf from out the ſnare, 


(s) 


Then, perchd on nail remote from ground, 
Obſerves how deaths are dealt around. 

Lord! he tu he nicks us, Maggy cries; 
The aſtoniſh'd Gard'ner lifts his eyes, 

With fault*ring voice and panting breath 
Exclaims, Who's there?” All ſtill as death. 
His murd'rous work he does reſume, 

And caſts his eye around the room 

With caution, and at length does ſpy 

The Magpye perch'd on nail fo high! 

"The wond' ring clown, from what he heard, 
Believes him ſomething more than bird, 
With fear impreſs d does now retreat 
Towards the door with trembling feet; 
Then ſays—* Thy name I do implore?” 
The ready bird replies“ Tom Moore.” 

O Lord!” the frighten'd clown replies, 

Vith hair erect and ſtaring eyes; 

alf opening then the hovel door, 

He aſks the bird one queſtion more: 

*® What brought you here?“ "Wh quick took 
Sly Mag rejoins—* Bad company.” 


Out jumps the Gard'ner in a fright, 
And runs away with all his might; 
And as he runs, impreſs' d with dread, 
Exclaims, © The Devil's in the ſbed! 


The wond'rous tale a Bencher hears, 
And ſoothes the man, and quells his fears, 
Gets Mag ſecured in wicker cage 

Once more to ſpend his little rage: 
In Temple Hall now hung on high, 
Mag oft exclaims— Bad company.” 


( 6 ) 
THE NEGRO BOT. 
. 7 
7 
Is Afric's ſultry wide domains, 
Heaven's kindeit gifts did I enjoy; 
And liv'd amide my native plains, 
A ſimple, happy, negro boy. 


II. 


To chaſe the tyrants of the woods, 

That dar'd our flocks and herds anncy; 
Or dive beneath the ſilver floods, 

Amus'd the happy negro boy. 
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| III. 
But pleaſure ſoon was changed to pain, 
(What pleaſure is without alloy?) 
For ſoen acroſs the ſtormy main, 
Was forc'd the wretched negro boy. 


IV, 


Th' inhuman whites, for cruel ends, 
My hepieſs kindred did decoy; 

And midft his weeping, captive friends, 
They chain'd the wretched negro boy. 


V. 


To India (doom'd to law ry) ſent, 
One bought me into his employ; 
And with him on the ſeas I went, 


A poor afflicted negro boy. 


(7) 
A wreck our ſhip became at laſt, - 
The waves each ſeaman did deſtroy; 


And on your ſhores alone was caſt, 
The poor 2flited. negro boy. 


VIE 

Now here condemn'd by fate to roam, 

His breaſt eſtrang'd from every joy; 
No ſoothing fend — no ſhelt' ring home, 

O! pity the poor negro boy. 

| VIII. 

Remember life is but a dream, 

And happineſs a glitt'ring toy; 
And you that now. ſo happy ſeem, 
May ſoon be like the negro boy.— 


THE SHORT GREAT-COAT. 
1. 
Mr Coat, you ſay, is threadbare grown, 
Which may, perhaps, be true: 


But caſt an eye upon your own, 
For that is chreadbare too. 


II. 
Your Coat is ſnabby but much leſs 
Than that in which I'm clad; 
For half a coat, I muſt confeſs, 
Can be but half as bad. 
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III. 

A Short Great Coat what man of taſte 
Would e' er ſabmit to wear, 

That clings ſo cloſe about the waiſt, 
And leaves the rump half bare? 


IV. 
Why is the uſual order chang'd? 
Why thus your waiſtcoat hung 
About your coat? Things thus derang d., 
Your head muſt ſure be wrong. 


n V. 

While thus you trudge along the ſtreet 
Expoſing your poſteriors, | 

You raiſe the ſneers of all you meet, . 
The jeſt of your inferiors. . 

Who but muſt laugh, long ſkirts to ſee 
Beneath, without a meaning, 

Hang dangling down below the knee, 
Like rags hung out for cleaning? 

VII. | 

You'll ſay, perhaps, it is the faſhion, 
And proper for the feaſon— | 

Ah! money is your ruling paſſion, 
And that's your only reaſon. 


VIII. 
Hence, laughable; you ſkip about, 
Disfigur'd in your droll coat; 
For half a coat, you'll grant no doubt, 
Comes cheaper than 2 whole coat! 


FINIS. 


THE : 
2 © 3 kn. 
u 
OR THE | 
Z&ANISHED: PATRIOT: 
4 POEM. 


The Patriot's tears how can they ceaſe to flow, 
For virtuous men, by villains doom'd to go 


Far from their country, and their native ſbore, 
Never to ſee their friends or kindred more. | 


Tho they die exil'd in a barren land, 
To them fhall future ages rear the buſt, 
When uenal woretches fuk to common duſt” 
To which are added, | 5 
AN INSCRIPTION IN AN HERMTAGE. 
Ax p | 
THE LOVELY LASS OF INVERNESS. - 
A FAVOURITE- SCOTS SONG, 


BY ROBERT BURNS. 
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FaREw EIA. oh native Spain! farewell for ever! 
Theſe baniſhed eyes ſhall view thy coaſts no more: 
A mournful preſage tells my heart, that never 
Gonzalvo's ſteps again ſhall preſs thy ſhore. 
3 8 
Huſhed are the winds; while ſoft the veſſel ſailing 
Witt gentle motion plows the unruffled main; 
I feel my boſom's boaſted courage failing, 
And curſe the waves which bear me far from Spain. 


III. 


I ſee it yet! Beneath yon blue clear heaven 
Still do the fpires. fo well- beloved, appear. 

From yonder craggy point the gale of even 
Still wafts my native accents to mine ear. 


IV. 


Propped on ſome moſs-crowned rock, and gaily ſinging, 
I here in the ſun his nets the fiſher dries; _ 

Oft have I heard the plaintive ballad, bringing 
Scenes of paſt joys before my ſorrowing eyes. 
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V. | 
Ah! happy ſwain! he waits the accuſtomed hour, 
When twilight-gloom obſcures the cloſing ſky; 


Then gladly ſeeks his loved paternal bower, 
And fhares the feaſt his native ſields ſupply. 


VI. 
rriendſhip and Love, his cottage- gueſts; receive him 
With honeſt welcome and with ſmile ſincere: | 
No threatening woes of preſent joys bereave him; 
No ſigh his boſor.owns, his check no tear. 


VIL- 
Ah! happy ſwain! ſuch bliſs to me denying, 

Fortune thy lot with envy bids me view; . 
Me, who, from hame and Spain an exile flying, 

Bid all I value, all Llove, adieu. 


VIII. 
No more mine ear ſhall lift the welkknown dittyx 
Sung by ſome mountain-girl, who tends her gaats, 
Some village-ſwain-imploring amorous pity, 
Or ſnepherd chanting wild his ruſtic notes. 


IX. 
No more my arms à parent's fond embraces, * 
No more my heart domeſtic calm muſt know; | 
Far from theſe joys, with ſighs which memory traces, 
To ſultry ſkies and diſtant climes I go. 
X. 
Where Indian ſuns engender new diſeaſes, 
Where ſnakes and tigers breed, I bend my way, 


To brave the feveriſh thirſt no art appeaſes, , 
| The yellow plague, and madding blaze of day. 


14) 


XI. 


But not to feel low pangs conſume my liver, 
To die by piece- meal in the bloom of age, 
My boiling blood drank by inſatiate fever, 
And brain delirious with the day-ftar's rage, 


XII. 


Can make me know ſach grief, as thus to ſever, 
With many a bitter ſigh, dear land! from thee 
To feel this heart muſt dote on thee for ever, 
And feel that all thy joys are torn ſrom me! 


7 XIII. 
Ah me! how oft will fancy's ſpells, in lumber, 
Recall my native country to my mind! 
How oft regret will bid me ſadly number 
Each loft delight, and dear friend left behind! 


XIV, 

Wild Murcia's vales and loved romantic bowers, 
The river on whofe banks a child I played, 

My caſtle's antient halls, its frowning towers, 

Each much-regreted wood, and well-known glade; 


XV. 
Dreams of the land where all my wiſhes centre, 
Thy ſcenes, which I am doomed no more to know, 
Full oft mall memory trace, my ſoul's tormentor, 
And turn each pleaſure paſt to preſent woe. 


XVI. 
But, Io! the ſun beneath the waves retires; 


Night fpeeds apace her empire to reſtore! 
Klouds from my fight obſcure the village-ſpires, 
No ſeen but faintly, and now ſeen no more. 


@ 


(3) 
XVII. 


oh! breathe not, winds! Still be the water's moticn! 
Sleep, fleep, my bark, in ſilence on the main! 

So, when to-morrow's light ſhall gild the ocean, 
Once more mine eyes thall ſee the coaſt of Spain. 


XVIII. 


Vain is the wiſh! My laſt petition ſcorning, 

Freſh blows the gale, and high the billows ſwell: 
rar ſhall we be before the break of morning: 

On! then, for ever, native Spain, farewell! 


INSCRIPTION 


Engraved 0 on a Marble Tall, fied — the, 
Wall of an Hermitage. 


— — — mc - 


A. : 


Wor rr thou art theſe lines now reading, 
Think not, though from the world receding, 
joy my lonely days to lead in 
This deſert drear, 
That with remorſe a conſcience bleeding 
Hath led me here. 
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II. 
No thought of guilt my boſom ſours: 
Free-willed I fled from courtly bowers; 
For well I faw in halls and towers, 
That Luſt and Pride, 
The Arch- ſiend's deareſt darkeſt powers, , 
In ſtate preſide. 


III. 


3 "os... 1 


I ſaw mankind- with · vice · incruſted; 
I ſaw that Honour's ſword was ruſted: 
That few for aught but folly luſted; K 
That he was ſtill deceived who truſted 
In love or friend; 
And hither came, with men diſguſted, 
My life to end. 


*IV. 


In this lone cave, in garments lowly, 
like a foe to- noiſy folly 
And brow bent gloomy melancholy, 
I wear away | I 
My life, and in my office holy 
Conſume the day. 


V. 5 ; If 


This rock my ſhield when ſtorms are blowing; 
The limpid ſtreamlet yonder flowing 
2 Supplying drink; che earth varus 
- My ſimple food; Vi 
But few enjoy the calm I know in 
This deſert ruds. 


| ( 1 7 „ , 
= 
tcrtent and comfort bleſs me more in 
This zrot, than e'er I felt before in 
A palace; and with thoughts ſtill ſoaring 
To God on high, 


kach night and morn with voice imploring 


Fhis wiſh I ſigh: - 
VIL 
Let me, O Lord] from life retire, 
Unknown eash guilty worldly fire, 
&morſeful throb, or looſe defire; 
| And when I die, 
Let me in this belief expire, | 
To God I fly!“ 


VIII. 


tranper; if, full of youth and riot, 
As yet no grief has marred thy quiet, 
Thou haply throw'ſt a ſcornful eye at 


The Hermit's prayer: 


But if thou haſt a cauſe to ſigh at 
Thy fault, or care; 
IX. 
I thou haſt known falſe love's vexation, 
0: haſt been exiled from thy nation, 
Ur guilt affrights thy contemplation, 
And makes thee pine; 


0M! how muſt thou lament hy ſtation, 
| And envy mine! 


* 


* 


(s) 


THB ; 
LOVELY LASS OF INVERNESS, 
A FAVOURITE scors SONG-- | 
3 

Tux bey h ef lnvernels; 
Nac joy nor pleaſure can ſhe ſee; 
For een and morn ſhe cries, alas! 

And ay the ſaut tear blins her ee. 

Drumoſſie muir, Drumoſhe day, 
A waefu' day it was to me; 


For there I leſt my father dear, 
My father dear and brethren three. 
dd 
Their winding ſheet the bludy clay, 
Their graves are growing green to ſee; 
And by them lies the deareſt lad 
'* That ever bleſt a woman's ee! 
3 Drumoſſie muir, Drumoſſie day, 
A waefu' day it was to me; 
For there I Loſt my father dear, 
My father dear and brethren three, 
III. 
Now wae to thee thou cruel lord; 
A bludy-man I true thou be; 
For mony a heart thou has made ſair 
That ne er did wrang to thine or thee! 
Drumoſſie muir, Drumoſſie day 
A waefu' day it was to me; 
For there I loſt my father dear, 
My father dear and brethren three. 
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CALEDONIA. 
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A FAY OURITE SONG. 
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Tune. Humours of Glen”? 


I. 


g Turm groves o' ſweet myrtles let foreign lands reck, 
Where bright-beaming ſummers exalt the perfume; 
Far dcarer to me yon lone glen o' green breckan, 
With the burn ſtealing under the lang yellow broom; 


II. 


Far dearer to me yon humble broom bowers, 

Where the blue bell and gowan lurk lowly unſeen; 
For there, lightly tripping amang the wild flowers, 
A liſt' ning the linnet, aft wanders my Jean. 


III. 


Tho' rich is the breeze, in their gay ſunny valleys, 
And eauld Caledonia's blaſt on the wave; 

Their ſweet- ſcented woodlands that ſkirt the proud palaca 
What are they?—the haunt. o' the tyrant and ſlave! 


8 
The ſlaveꝰs ſpicy foreſts, and gold-bubbling fountains, 
The brave Caledonian views wi' diſdain; 


He wanders as free as the wind on his mountains, 
Save loyc's willing fetters—the chains of his Jean. 


1 


S TANZ As 


BY 
Mas. ROBINSON. 
L 


Is this vain buſy world, where the Good and the Day: 
2y affliction or folly wing moments away; 

Where the Falſe are reſpected, the Virtuous betray' d; 
Where Vice lives in ſunſhine, and Genius in ſhade; 

With a foul-ſicken'd ſadneſs all changes I:{ee; 

For, the world, the bafe world, has no pleaſure for me! 


II. 


ln cities, where wealth loads the coffers of Pride; 
Where Talents and Sorrow are ever allied; | 
Where Dulneſs is worſhipp'd, and Wiſdom deſpis'd; 
nere none but the Empty and Vicious are priz'd; 
All ſcenes with diſguſt and abhorrence I ſee; 

For, the world has no corner of comfort for me! 


III. 


While pale Aſiatics, encircled with gold, 

The ſons of meek Virtue indignant behold; 

While the tithe- pamper d Churchman reviles at the poor, 
As the lorn ſinking traveller faints at his door; 

Whit: Cuſtom dares ſanction Oppreſſion' s decree— 


Oh, keep ſuch hard boſoms, fuch monſters from me! 
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IV. 


While the flame of a Patriot expires in the breaſt, 
With ribbands, and tinſel, and frippery dreſs'd; 


While pride mocks the children of Want and Deſpair, 


Gives a ſneer for each ſigh, and a ſmile for each pray'r; 


Though he triumph his day, a ſhort day it muſt be 
Heav'n keep ſuch cold tyrants, oh, keep them from me 


V. 


While the Lawyer ſtill lives by the anguiſſ of hearts; 
"While he wrings the wrong' d boſom, and thrives as it ſmarts; 


While he graſps the laſt guinea from Poverty's heir; 


While he revels in ſplendor which roſe from Deſpair; 


While the tricks of his office our ſcourges muſt be; 


Oh, keep the ſhrewd knave and his quibbles from me! 


VI. 


While the court breeds the Sycephant, train d to enſnare; 
While the priſons re- echo the groans of Deſpair; 

White the State deals out taxes, the Army diſmay; 
While the Rich are upheld, and the Poor doom'd to pay; 
Humanity ſaddens with pity to ſee | 

The ſcale of injuſtice, and trembles like me! 


VII. 


While Patriots are ſlander'd, and venal Slaves riſe; 
While Powr grows a giant, and Liberty dies; 

Viahite a phantom of Virtue o'er Energy reigns; 

And the broad wing of Freedom is loaded with chains; 
While War ſpreads its thunders o'er land and o'er ſea; 
Ih, who but can liſten and murmur like me! 


* I Oo 
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Wile the boſom which loves, and confeſſes its flame, 
By the high-titled Female is branded with ſhame; 
\While a Coronet hides what the Humble deſpiſe; 
And the Lowly muſt fall that the Haughty may riſe; 
Oh, who can the triumphs of infamy fee, 

Nor ſhrink from the reptiles, and ſhudder like me! 


IX. 


Ah World, thou vile World, how ſicken to trace 

Th: anguiſh that hourly augments for thy race! 

How I turn from the Worſt, while I honour.the Beſt; 
The Enlighten'd adore, and the Venal deteſt! + 

and, ch! with what joy to the grave would I flee— 

'nce the World, the baſe World, has no pleafure for me! 


— ¶— 


ADDRESS 
TOA 


COTTAGE. 
2 


4 
Han, ſacred ſcene of ſimply joy, 
Thou little ruſtic Cottage hail! 


Sech as I oft have chanc'd to ſpy 
in {ar off ſolitary vale. 


II. 
A know thee by thy whiten'd wall, 
' Thy lowly roof of warmeſt thatch, 
Thy ſnadowy arm, thy caſement ſmall, 
Thy humble door and ſimple latch. 


III. 


I know thee by thy garden neat, 
Where many an uſeful herb is ſcen, 
Where wall-flowers yicid an odour ſweet, 
And woodbines twine with jas mines green, 
| Iv. 
Hail ruſtic Cot! thy nameleſs roof 
Each ſocial virtue oft has known, 


« Of faith and love the matchleſs proof,” 
Thy little tenement has ſhewn. 


'V. 
A happy huſband's calm retreat 
For fate has given a partner dear; 


A happy father's tranquil ſeat— 
For beauteous babes are ſmiling there. 


Vis 


There Peace affords a purer joy 
Than Luxury could e'er diſpenſe; 
There courtly vices ne er annoy 


The ignorance of innocence. 


VII. 


There, if the ſyſtematic ſchool 

No ſophiſt laws for life enact 
Ao chain the free-born mind to rule 
The native feelimgs teach to act. 
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VIII. — ) 
Affection fills the guileleſs heart, 
Each knows that happineſs is dear, . 
And ſimple Nature tries t' impart 
'That bliſs to every object near. 


IX. 
Hail ruſtic Cot! thy frugal board 
Still may thy happy tenants ſpread, 
Ne'er may they court the Miſer's hoard. 
While bleſt with peace. and honeſt bread: 


X. 


May Virtue ever dwell with thee, 
And Nature's pure ſenſations bleſs. 
May pain ne'er riſe to agony, . 
Nor even pleaſure— to excels. 


VERSES 


ON 


GENERAL WASHINGTON, 


_-DRIX_— 


On for a ſpark of fire from that bright ſource, 
Which beam'd on Milton, while he ſtruck the lyre- 
To ſing our firſt great parents' bliſsful ſtate; 

Then might the humble- Muſe record the praiſe- 

Of honeſt modeſt worth in- language meet; 

Might fing of one who more ſubſtantial good 

To his dear country wrought more ſolid joys 

Than fell Ambition ever yet atchiev'd; 


Of one who Nature's ſacred dictates priz d, 
And firmly cheriſh's in his facial breaſt; 

Who, without crafty wiles and tricks, could find 
The means to govern men by their own wills, 


Great Waſhington alone, of all who live 
In Plutarch's page, or elſewhere yet ſurvive, 
Of beſt eſteem, from calumny is free; 
His counſcls ſweet, like thoſe divine beheſts 
Beftov!'d on Iſrael's ſons from Sinai's mount, 

| Muſt cheer the mind that is not callous grown, 

To deeds of great emprize, howe'er it dreads 
Leſt wicked men defeat the great deſign. 


Nor pride of Tiches, nor the luſt of rule, 
Came near his heart; his privilege to feel 

And own the law of univerſal love. 

This his vaſt power. The world might thus be ſway d, 
Could Naturc's kind pre-eminence avail; 
City with city then might vie; each ſeek its fame 
in Philadelphia's * mild and unaſſuming claim. 


* Brotherly love. 
eres. 
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FOBERT BUEMNS. 
— . — 
Hleſt be that day when bis bland natal flar 
Benignly beam d on Carrick's fruitful fbore; 


Bliſt le that day, when thron'd in Fancy's Car, 
His pregnant genius firſt diſplay d its fore. 
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THE following Paſtoral Elegy, to the memory of 
ROBERT BURNS, vas compoſed in the month of Jul), 
1796, without any view to Publication ; but the Autor, 


being ſolicited for copies, now ſubmits it ta the Public with 
diffidence and re pect. 


PASTORAL ELE G. 


gy. 


1. 


Tur fun, now riſen on the food-crown'd earth. 
lncites the feather'd quoir to tune their throats, 
Wak'd by the cock to join his noiſy mirth, 

lad teach contentment in the ſtraw-clad cots: 


II. 
for there vile diſcord, and ingratitude, 
t ſeek to rod of peace the lab'ring ſwain; 
and cft where poets place the ſimple good, 
Ittempt to fix their arbitrary reign. 


III. 


Lo! from his Jowly home the luſty hind 

*teps forth to mark the fruits of laſt day's toils; 
weet is the lanEſcape to the placid mind | 
Checr'd by all-pow'rful Heav'n's propitious ſmiles, 


IV. 
The maggy flocks upon the cottage green 
$lute their kindred in the neighb'ring vale; 
All rature ſeems to praiſe the beauteous ſcene, 
ilk 1, unhappy I, but wake to wail. 


N 


V. 


ne jocund hours are fled when mirth and eaic, 

The frank attendants of the ſnepherd's ſhed, 

Before me danc'd, fann'd by the ſouthern breeze, 
Or hover'd round my humble willow-bed. 


VI. 

No more l taſte the ſweets of calm repoſe 
When from the earth the genial ſun withdraws; 
Nor when his rays the teeming morn diſcloſe, 
Can I, with grateful being, join applauſe. 


The cloud-capt mountain, or brown-mantled bill, 
The dreary barren waſte, or flow'r-clad field, 
The daſhing waves, or gently gliding rill, 

To my ſad ſtream of Wo no comfort yield. 


VIII. 


O ceaſe, ye warblers, ccaſe your wood notes wild, 

Can ye give ccmfort to a bicken heart? 

Can ye charm her by vanity beguil'd, 
Or to her giddy breaſt true love impart? 


IX. 


Ves, ye may ſoothe the ſorrows of my mind, 

And charm the arrows cf love's quiver'd boy. 
To yonder field, where wafts the breathing wind 
The bean bloom's odours to my cruel Chloe. 


X. 
Ihou beauteous linnet on the beachen ſpray, 
Ther ſoaring ſky-lark ſpankled o'er with dew, 
On ſober wing demure go fly away, 
And chant my woes beſide yon vig'rous yew 
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XI. 
getween its foliage and the cryſtal rill, 
Whoſe margin honey-dropping birch adorn, 
The lovely maid, unconſcious-of your ſkill, 
Her well-form'd feet bathes in the dews at morn: 


XII. 


at eve, preceded by her fav'rite cat, 

The flutt'ring fly ſhe marks the tyrant ſeize; 

The village youth aſſail the luckleſs bat 

With deadly ſtrife, and ſtrange! they ſeem to pleaſe 


XIII. 


. Unlike the Bard, who oft has borne the mecd 
from every {wain who wooes the ſacred nine; 
Tuning, with ſkill, fam'd Scotia's oaten reed 
To offer praiſe at mercy's golden ſhrine. 


XIV. 
ſrer{planted green into a richer ckme, 
0 nay the nymph, who oft-times mortals mocks, 
improve his fortune, yet preſerve his rhyme, 
Lill antient age has filver'd o'er his locks. 


XV. 
lap"y reviſiting his parent ſtream, 
The broomy hiliock, and the long-tov'd dale, 
here erſt he ſung-enraptur'd to his team, 
Hell hear my woes and dignify my tale. 


XVI. 


His lays can melt the moſt unfeeling hcart, . 
Ard from the ſcernful eye extract the tear, 
Great Maſter of the true pathetic art 

*"t ah, what mournſul ſounds are beſe I hear. 


(6) 


XVII. 
-« Alas, poor Colin, all thy hopes are fled, 
Nature's apt Pupil life's ſhort race has run; 
% F'en now he humbly hails his kindred dead, 
% The love-lorn Ramſay, and gay Ferguſon. 


XVII. 
« This morn I ſaw the melancholy Muſe, 
*The Muſe who wove for him the laurel wreath, 
With tears, as pure as flow the vernal dews, 
* Bemsozn her favourite Son's untimely death. 


XIX. 
& 'Thou erb of days,” ſhe cry'd, © whoſe ſmiles diſpe! 
„The ſhades of night, bear witneſs of my wo,” 
Then thrice ſhe ſadly ſtruck her deep-ton'd fnell, 
And from the echoing copſe aſcenced ſlow. 


& * 4 
„ 


Life what art thou? A varied flectirg ſcene; 
„Now grief and pain, now joy and pleaſure rule, 
Nov fortune ſmiles, and now, with frightful mien, 
Pale poverty ſtalks in and calls her fool. 


XXI. 


« Man is like autumn plants, nurs'd by the hand 
Of foſtering care beneath a clement ſky, 

No ſooner do their duicet flowers appeer 
Than ruthleſs winter makes them pine and die.” 


XXII. 
And is Buxxs dead! ſweet minſtrei of our plains, 
And fled the ſpark that did his lays inſpire? 
As poor as he I ſing untutor'd ſtrains, 
But not as he endud with kezverly fire. 


Th 


679) 


XXIII. 
Zhamour'd of his wiſe unlabour'd page, 
The argent Graver of immortal fame 
His merit ſhall announce from age to age, 
aud Scotia's ſons unborn. eſteem his name. 


XXIV. 
2:4 be that day when. his bland natal ſtar 
2enignly beam'd on Carrick's fruitful ſhore; 
Bleſt be that day, when thron'd in Fancy's Car, 
His pregnant genius firſt diſplay'd its ſtore, 


XXV, 


Zleſt be his widow'd wife, left to regret 

A huſband's death, wvoly'd in want and woz 
0 may their offspring meet a kinder fate, 
Poſſeſs his worth, but ne'er his frailties know! 


XXVI. 


Ye who now ſmile in fickle fortune's ray, 
Haught can charm you that's ſublime in ſong; 
lf cer you ſcann'd his ſolemn penſivc lay, 

Or when his ſportive muſe gay ſkims along. 


XXVII. 
Or when, indignant, his ſatiric powers 
The hypocrite and ſaint-like villain ſting; 
Yours be the taſk to cheer the orphan flow'rs, 
And aid the culture of their tender ſpring. 


XXVIII. 
How oft by him has friendſhip's ſacred voice - 
Diſpelld the glooms that ch<quer'd-life annoy, . 
The child of ſullen grief madd to rejoice 
Amid his woes, and weep with gen'rous joy. 


(8) 


XXIX. 
How oft has virtuous timid want oppreſt P 
With all the-ills attendant on this ſtate, 
Gone joyful from his door, his bounty bleſt, 
And for a time forgot the frowns of fate. 


n XXX. 
The noble nund, with pleaſure, will diſplay 
The genuine beauties of the fallen Bard: 
While melancholy meek will oft-times ſtray 
To mark the verdure of his lone church-yard. 


XXXI. 
There let the Mountain-daiſy ſpring to grace 
The virgin beauties of the opening year; 
There let the Lark begin her airy race, 
And claim for heaven- taught Bua xs the Muſe's tear. 


THE 
POOR MAN'S PRAYER, 


ADDRESSED TO eas 
EARL OF CHAT HAM. 
PI 
DOCTOR ROBERTS. 

PL 
——— — 
To which are added, 

THE/ FNR 


| 4 FAFOURITE NEW SO 


AND 


THE DEATI OF CAPTAIN COOK. 


O Chatham ! nurs'd in ancient Virtue's lore, 

To theſe ſad ſtrains incline a favouring ear ; 
Think on the God, whom thou and I adore, 

Nor turn unpitying from the poor man's prayer. 
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POOR MAN“ 8 PRAYER. 


— 


5 pn ESsSs WD TO THE 
E ARL OF, CHAT HAM. . 
f — r 
} N 
| | Axmsr the more important toils of Nate, - T 
F The counſels labouring in thy petriot ſoul, 
| Tho' Europe from thy voice expect her fate, F 
And thy keen glance extend from pole to pole: 
II. 
O Chatham! nurs'd in ancient Virtue's lore,” V 
To theſe fad ſtrains incline a favouring car; 
'Think on the God, whom thou and 1 adore, A 
Nor turn unpitying from'the poor man's 3 f 
8 2 
Ah, me! how bleſs 'd was once a peaſant's life! | 5 
No lawleſs paſſion ſwell'd my even breaſt; 
Far from the ſtormy waves of civil ſtrife, P 
Sound were my ſlumbers, and my heart at reſt. 
= = 
I ne'er for guilty; painful pleaſures rov'd, * 
But taught by Nature, and by choice, to wed, - 
From all the hamlet cull'd whom beft I Iov'd, * 


With her I ſtaid my heart, with her my bed. 
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V. 
To gild her worth, I aſł d no wealthy power, 
My toil could feed her, and my arm defend; 
in youth, or age, in pain, or pleafure's hour, 
The ſame fond huſband, father, brother, friend. 
v. 

And ſhe, the faithful partner of my _—_ 
When ruddy evening ftreak'd the weftern fy, 
Look d tow'rds the uplands, if her mate was there, 

Or thro' the-beech-wood caſt an anxious eye: 


3 
Then, careful matron, heap'd the maple board 
With ſavoury herbs, and pick'd the nicer part 

From fuch plain food as Nature could afford, 
Ere ſimple Nature was debauch'd by Art; 


VIII. 
While I, contented wich my homely chear, yo 
Saw round my knees my prattling children play: 
And oft, with pleas'd attention, fat'to hear 
The little hiſtory of their idle day. 

But ah! hew cha ng d che ſcene! On the cold ſtones 
Where wont at night-to blaze the chearful fire, 
Pale Famine fits, and counts her naked bones, | 
Still ſighs for food, ſtill pines with vain defire. 

AC * 
My faithful wiſe, with ever-ſtreaming eyes, 
Hangs on my boſom her dejected head; 
My helpleſs infants raife their feeble cries, 
And from their father claim their daily bread. 


14 


| XL 
Dear tender pledges of my honeſt love, +++. 400 3r 
On that bare bed behold your brother lie: 
| Three tedious days with pinching want he ſtrove, - 1. 
The fourth, I ſaw the helpleſs cherub die. | 


1 "Nor long ſhall ye remain. With viſage ſourt.. l 
f Our tyrant lord commands us from our home; 
| And arm'd with cruel Law's coercive power, 1 
| | Bids me and mineo'er barren mountains roam. 


- XIII. | 
Yet never Chatham, have I paſs'd a day x 
In riot's orgies, or in idle caſe; 
Ne'er have I ſacrific'd to ſport and play, li 
Or wiſh'd a pamper'd appetite to pleaſe, 


XIV. 
Hard was my fate, and conſtant was my toil; 
Still with the morning's orient light I roſe, 
Fell'd the ſtout oak, or rais d the lofty pile, 
Parch'd in the ſun, in dark December froze. 


XV. 


3 that Nature with a niggard hand ä 
Withholds her gifts from theſe once-favour'd plains? 
Has God, in vengeance to a guilty land, | 
Sent dearth and famine to her labouring ſwains? 


XVL 
Ah, no! yon hill, where daily ſweats my brow, - 
A thouſand flocks, a thouſand herds adorn; 
Yon field, where late I drove the painful plough, 
Feels all her acres crown'd with wavy corn. | 
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* 


XVII. 
pet what avails that Oer the furrow'd ſoil . . - - 
In autumn's heat the yellow har veſts riſe, 
artificial want elude my toil, 
Vntaſted plenty wound my craving eyes? 
XVIII. 
what profits, be dene hahah: IT, 


My wealthy neighbour's fragrant ſmoke * 


# {till the griping cormorants withhold | 
The fruits which rain and genial ſeaſons ſend? 


| XIX. 

E thoſe fell vipers of the public weal 
Vet unrelenting on our bowels prey; 

If till the curſe of penury we feel, 
And in the midſt of plenty pine away? 


In every port the veſſel rides ſecure, 
That wafts our harveſt to a foreign ſhore: 
While we the pangs of preſſing want endure, 
The ſons of ſtrangers riot on our ſore. 


- * 


XXI. 8 
0 generous Chatham! ſtop thoſe fatal ſails, 


Once more with out-ſtretch'd arm-thy Briton's ſave; 


Th' unheeding crew but wait for favouring gales, 
O ſtop them, ere they ſtem Italia's wave! 


XXIL 


from thee alone I hope for inſtant aid, 


Tis thou alone canſt ſave my children's breathz 
0 deem not little of our cruel meed! 


O haſte to help us! for delay is death, 


ot 


ms 


1669) 
. XXIII. 
— — ain, « 
Nor voice profane thy patriot acts deride; 
Still may ſt thou ſtand the firſt in honeſt fame, 
Unſtung by folly, vanity, or pride! 
And glowing health ſupport thy active ſoul; 
With fair renown thy public virtue grac*d, 
Far as thou bad'ſt Britannia's thunder roll. 


k 
Then · Joy to thee, and to thy children peace,” 
The grateful hind ſhall drink from Plenty's horn: 
And while they ſhare the cultur'd land's ancreaſe, 


„ 7 oor we et ours, A 4 7 
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| THE 
TT RK AYES 1 
A FAVOURITE NEW SONG. 


. Tune Poor ack.” 


© o 
s 4 ” 4 S - * 
— 


A Traveller full forty years I have been, 

But never went over to France; 12 
All cities, and moſt market towns have been in, 
Twixt Berwick- on- Tweed and Penzance; 


(97) 


My own native country withpleaſure I range” 
All ſcaſons and times of the yea, 
in faſhion ſtill find a continual change, 
Something novel wall abrays appear: 
The world, tho? tis round, as about it we go, 
Strange ways, turns, and croſſes, we ſee, 
Put the favourite road which I wiſts to purſue, 
through life to go eaſy and free. 
The Traveller, braving a bleak wintry day, 
To what place he ſoe er may reſort, 
When reaching his Inn, is as cheerful and ear. 
As the ſailor that gets into port: 
Well ſeated and ſerv d, his reſreſiment how ſweet, 
What comfort it gives to the heart, | 
And'where a few friends unexpectedly meet, 
How fond each his tale to impart 
But know this idea, which none can deteſt, 1 
Has long been implanted in me; h | | 
That whatever maxims are follow d, the beſt: 
I- through life to go eaſy and free. 


II. 


if fraught with good-humour, I care not how muckp | 
In ſentzment people divide, 

In opinion for differing my temper is ſuch,  - 
I ſcorn any ſoul to deride. | 

Though the dictates of reaſon flow coined nf fag . 
Such prejudice hangs on the mind, 

From debates, howe'er pertinent, nervous or long, 
You ſeldom a convert will find; 

Then ſhew me the man vrhereſoever I go, 
That always will ſocially be, 

E we can't think alike, fill the beauty of all 

I—through Life to go caſy and free. 
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IV. 


A. fon of the whip muſt to bafine ated, 
I always make much of the day, © 
Ae night with my bottles my pipe, and my friend, 


The moments glide fnoothly away: 
All travellers truly it maſt be confeſt 


Good orders are glad to recerve, 
Diſappointments in trade never rob me of reſts 
For madneſs I deem it to grieve: 
Then my worthies the toaſt, which to give I'm inclin'd; 
I hope with all minds will agree, 1 
Wiſhing every free-hearted friend to mankind 
Through life may go eaſy and free. 


DEATH OF CAPTAIN COOK. 
— .. — | 


Ys: chiefs of the ocean your laurels throw by, 
And the cypreſs entwine with a wreath, 
To ſhow your humanity heave a ſoft figh,. 
And the tear now let fall for his death. 
Yet the Genius of Britain forbids us to grieve, 
For COOK, ever honour'd, immortal ſhall live. 


The hero of MACEDON ran o'er the world, 
Yet nothing but death could he give; 

Till-GEORGE gave the word, and the fails were 1 
And COOK taught mankind how to live. 


He came, and he faw—not to conquer but ſave, 
| For the Cæſar of Britain was he; 
He ſcorn'd the ambition of making a llave, 
Since Britons themſelves are ſo free. 


FINIS. 


E 
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w NE. 
. . BY. STR. BRERE WOOD. 85 1 
| . * 4 
GLASGOW: 
PRINTED FOR AND SOLD BY - 
Braſh & Reid. 
4. SPRING. 
1. 
When, 3 by the Cais — bub of Spring, 
Swelling buds open firſt, and look gay; 
When the birds on the boughs by their mates fit and hog, 
And are danc'd by G_ 
* oy 
When gently deſcending, the rain in ſoft ſhowers, 677 
With its moiſture refreſhes the ground; 
And the drops, as they hang on the plants and the Bowers 
P | | 
III. Hon "he 
„ nie eats af i ee - 
And the cuckoo proclaims with his voice, | 
That Nature marks this for the ſeaſon to woog 
And for all that can love to rejoice: 
<A N 
In a cottage at night may I ſpend all my time, | 
In the.ficlds and the meadews-all day, | 4 
With a maiden whoſe charms are as yet in their prime, 


W _— _— 


When the lark with 3 ales in the morn, 
May my ſaireſt and I ſweetly wake, 

View the far diſtant hills, which the kan beams adorns | 

Th en ariſe, and our cottage forſake. 


*4 


= 


(2) 
* „„ ro 
When the fun tines fo warm, that my charmer and 
May recline on the turf without fear, 
* Let wo there all rain thoughts and ambition defy, 
— , 
VII. 
Be this ſpot bn «tall, and a ſpring from it's ſide 
Bubble out, and tranſparently flow, 
Creep gently along in meanders, and glide. 
Thro' the vale ftrew'd with daiſies below. 
| VIII. 855 
While the bee flies from blatlom to bloſſom, and Howe; y 
And the violets their ſweetneſs impart, - 
ps they r and ſo taſte from her lips 
* The rich cordial that thrills to the heart. 
ORE EO rg ITE: 
Which the fowler has caught in his ſnares, 
May we think ourſelves bleſs'd that it is not our fate 
"To endure ſuch an abſence as theirs. | \ 
May 1 liſten to all her ſoft, tender, ſweet notes, 
When the fings, and no ſounds interfere, 
. unn 
Are ut rife to'be louder than her. "2 
XI. | 
Men the dlfes, and eowfipe, and primates blow, 
And chequer the meads and the lawns, | 
May we ſee bounding there the ſwift light- ſooted doe, 
e ee mg; nya 
XII. 

When the lapwings, juſt fe dg d. o'er the tur take their 
And the firſtlings are all at their play, 
And the harmleſs young lambs ſkip about in the fun, . 

Let us then be 2s frolick as they, * 


. 


63) 
When I talk of my love, ſhould I chance to eſſ _ _ 
That ſhe ſeems to miſtruſt what I ſay, ty 
By a tear that is ready to fall from her eye, 
With my lips let me wipe it away. 
XIV. | 
[we fe, nme 
And let no ſingle beauty eſcape; 2521 17 
But ſee none to create ſo much love and funprine 
As her eyes, and her face, and her ſhape. 
„. | 
me e till the buds turn to leaves, 
And the meadows around us are mown; 2 
When the laſs on the ſweet-· mel ing haycock receives 
What ſhe afterwards bluſhes to on. 
XVI. 
Fhen evenings grow cool, and the flow're hang their heads 
With the dew, then no longer we'll roam, 
With my arm round her waiſt, in a path thro? the meads, 
Let us haſten to find our way home. 
XVII. , 
Fhen the binds are ut rooſt, with their heads in heir wings, 
Each one by the fide of its mate; | 
When a miſt that ariſes, a drowſineſs brings 
Upan all bat the owl and.the. bat: 
XVIII. | 
When ſolt reſt is requir'd, E 
And all nature lies quiet and ſtill; 1 
When no found breaks the ſacred repoſe of the night,” + 
But, at diſtance, the clack of a mill: 
| - XIX. ; 
With peace for our pillow, and free from all noiſe, 
So that voices in whiſpers are known; 
Let us give and receive all the nameleſs ſoſt joys 
That are mus'd on by lovers alone. 


(+) 
K SUMMER. 
I. 
— eee ee 
With my fair-one as blooming as May, 
Undiſturb'd by all found, but the fighs of the breeze, 
e eee any eee day. 
L 
When the fun, — —— 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, 
And ſee the rays dance as inverted he ſhines, 
On the face of ſeme river or lake: 
Where my faireſt and I, on its verge as we paſs, 
(For 'tis ſhe that muſt till be my theme) 
Our two ſhadows may view on the watery glaſs, 
CONES OY e ee e ns. 
| IV. 
Ante to low, and the lambkine to bleat, | 
+ When fhe finys me ſome amorous ſtrain; | 
All be filent, and huſh'd, unleſs echo repeat 
The kind words and ſweet ſcunds back again. 
Thr s 1 N 5 
And when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand'as we ſauntering tray, 
© Let the moon's ſilver beams thro? the leaves give us light, 
*. direct . and chequer our way. 
VI. 
Let the nightingale warble liv Holds wht wi; 
As thus gently and flowly we move; a 
And let no fingle thought be expreſs'd in our talk, 
But of Giendfhip improv'd into — 
VI. 
We each day wh theſe raral delights, 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms, ; 
Soft love end repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 
And cach morning ſhall riſe with new charms. 


(s} 
m. AUTUMN. 


J. 
T 0” the ſeaſons mut alter, ah! yet let me find, 
What all muſt confeſs to be rare, 7 
A female ſtill chearful, and faithful and kind, 
The bleſſings of Autumn to ſhare. 
n. 
Let one fide of our cottage, a flouriſhing vine, 
Overſpread with-its branches and ſhade; 
Whoſe cluſters appear more tranſparent and fine, 
As its leaves are beginning to fade. | 
III. 
When the fruit makes the branches bend down with its load 
ln our orchard ſurrounded with pales; 
la a bed of clean ſtraw let our apples beftow'd, IF 
For a tart that in winter regales. A 
IV. 
When the ayes thes neee 1 
deem to hang on its ſurface like ſmoke, | 


Till diſpers'd by the fun that gilds over the corn, If 
Within doors let us prattle and joke. 3 
Wb. 


But when we ſee clear all the hues of the leaves, | 
And at work in the fields are all hands, : 
eee 1 

Let us carelefsly ſtroll o'er the lands. 
VI. 
How pleaſing the fight of the toiling they make, L 
To colle& what kind Nature has ſent! $95 tab] 
Heaven grant we may not of their labour partake; 
But, oh! give us their happy content. 


(6) 
VII. 
rain, un ede by a brook; T6 
Let us filently fit at our eaſe, I 
FF din An 
Struggles hard to procure its releaſe. } 
VIII. 
And now, when the huſbandman ſings harveſt-home, . 
And the corn's all got into the houſe; 
When the long wiſh'd-for time of their meeting is come, fo 
To frolick, and feaſt, and carouſe: 
IX 
When the leayes from the trees are begun to be ſhed, ly 
And are leaving the branches all bare, 
Zither ſtrew'd at the roots, ſhrivell'd, wither'd, and dead, A 
Or elſe blown to and fro in the air: . 
| X. 
When the ways are ſo miry, that bogs they might ſeem, ³ © 
And the axle-tree's ready to break, 
While the wermends. whilths in Ropping his tex, l 
And then claps the poor jades on the neck: 
XI. 
In the morning let's follow the cry of the hounds, 
Or the fearful young covey beſet; 
Which tho! ſculking in ſtubble and weeds on che grounds 
Are becoming a prey to the net. | | 
XII. 
e 
Still amus d with theſe innocent ſports, 
Nor once envy the pomp of fine ladies and lords, 
With their grand entertainments in ccurts. 
In the ev'ning, when lovers are leaning on ſtyles, 
Deep engag'd in ſome amorous chat, 
And tis very well known by his grin and her frailes, 
What they both have a mind to be at: 


(7) 

XIV. 
rennt . 
Let our mutual endearments revivez - | 
A:d let no ſingle action or look but Geclare, 
How contented and happy we live. A Ain 

XV. 
duculd ideas ariſe that may ruffle the ſoul, 
Let ſoft muſick the phantoms remove; 
for 'tis harmony only has force to controul, 
And unite all the paſſions in love. — 

XVI. 
vn her eyes but half open, her cap all awry, 
When the laſs is preparing for bed, ; 
And the fleepy dull clown, who fits nodding juſt bj, 
Sometimes rouſes and ſcratches his head: A 

XVII. 

i the night when 1 

And the labourers ſnore as they lie, 

Not a noiſe to diſturb us, unleſs a dog bark, 

In the farm, or the village hard by: i& 
XVI. 2 

At the time of ſweet reſt, and of quiet like this, 

Ere our eyts are clos'd up in their lids, + 

Let us welcome the ſeaſon, and taſte of that bliſs 

Which the ſun-ſhine and day-light forbids! 


IV. WINTER. 


I. 
Wann the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeeg, 
Ard the meadows their beauty have loſt; 4 
When Nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt; 


4 
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RS 7 
While the peaſant inactive ſtands ſhivering with cold, 
A s bleak the winds northernly blow; 
And the innocent flecks run for warmth to the fold, 
With their fleeces beſprinkled with ſnow: 
| III. | 
In the yard, when the cattle are fodder'd with ſtraw, 
And they ſend forth their breath in a ſteam; 
And the neat-ldoking dairy-maid fees ſhe muſt thaw 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream. ny 
Fa: 
see 
As ſhe careleſsly trips often ſlides, | 


And the ruſticks laugh loud, if by falling ſhe ſhows | 


All the „ hides: 
| V. 

When the lads and the lage. for company join'd, 
In a crowd round the embers are met, 
Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind. 

And of ghoſts, till they're all in a ſweat: 
VL 
Heav'n grant, in this ſeaſon, it may be my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire; 
ON e ee eee v 
I may thither in ſafety retire! . . 
VII. 
Where in neatneſs and quiet—and free from ſurprize 
We may live, and no hardſhips endure; 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
Put ſuch as cach other may cure! 
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Sevcet lovely maid, accept thefe lays, 
Thy merit only gabe them birth, 
Tho' Poor the fwoin that fings thy profes © 
Ne'er ſung be, lat in pritife of wworthe. | 
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Ir. prejumed that the following Pos 
vill not be deemed u wing of attention, 
ar ic dyrine of 6 here worthy of 


Lovery power, that o'er the heart, 
n ; 
And, with manners void of art, f 
II. 
Lovely power, of ſwreeteſt joys, 
The courteous ſmile; the eye benign. 
The accent ſoft, th aſſenting voice, 
Th attentive, affable defign; © 


1 
HE? 
Gentle power, poſſeſs my breaſt. 
And, images of ſoftneſs raiſec, 2 
And, baniſh thence each thought unbleſt, 
While I ſing in Mary's praiſe. |. © + 


IV. 
I ſeek not beauty's power to trace, A . 5 is I 
Tho! of beauty ſne has ſtore: , Dool) 


Small's beauty's power, and ſoon its grace, 
Will loſe its charm to charm no more. 


Wi 
Nor praiſe I yet her wealth; or birth, 
Poor the triumphs they beſtow, 
' She prides not things ſo void of worth, 
Nor ſtoops my muſe to praiſe ſo low. Th, 


VI. 
Nor yet the witty things ſhe ſays 
Seek 1 on the Jyre to ſound, 
Wit is a momentary blaze, 
A ſpark that dazzles but to wound, 


| VII. 
Let wit, ne'er touch thy ſtrings, my lyre, 
A fatal ſpark, howe'er its fame, 
And O! it kindles many a fire, 
Where withers many a lovely name. 
Thy firings, my lyre, ne er ſound its praiſe, 
Wit many a bluſhing pang hath given, 


Drawn many a ſon from virtue's ways, 8 
And many-a daughter fit for heaven. 


2 


IX. 


Let wit, my lyre, Aer touchy ag. 
Mid many a wild; andmany a thorn, 
Its wandering votaries it brings, 


* 
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I praiſe thee, Mary, not for wit; 

- Good humour'd ſenſe is better ſar, 
And that thou haſt wich manners fit, 
It is becauſe thouirt virtue's child. 
Virtue in her ſoſteſt dreſs, 
Virtue, lovely; ſweet and mild, 
Virtue, ſecking how tochleſs. 


XII. 

The ſoft addreſs, the ſmiling eyes, 
The manners run 

In theſe, a woman's glory lies, 

And theſe, ſweet Mary, all en 


XIII. 

Stealing upon the heart they feine, 
With windings ſoft, yet cloſely wovr, 
When lovely woman ſtoops to pleaſe 
The hardeſti heart muſt bend to love. 


+ O! why then lovely females, wander 
From where your pride and.glory-lies,. 
Why leave the gentle, foft.meander, 
For boiſt nus: ſeas, and ſtormy: ſhies. 


c. 50 N 


NV. 
Cold diſdain and looles of ſtat seg 
Laughter boiſt! rous, noiſy: wit, 
Proud neglect, ar loud debate, 
Ah! lovely womanzilit ben. 


| XVI. | 
Sweet courteſy; and winning ſmiles, 
Manners foft, and void of art 2%; - 


Theſe, are Love's engaging wiles, 
Theſe are they which win the — 


But rougher taſks, O! ſurehy never 

For ſwett woman were ordain'd.. | 
Lou loſe by ſtriving to be clever, 
What your native: charms had gain d. 


XVIII. N 
Nature made ye gentle ereature s-. 
Take the way where nature leads. 
Nlaidens, view your lovely features, 
And ſcek the vales and flow ry meads. 


XIX. 
- Sweetly, flows'the ſoſt meand err 
On its banks grow every flower. g 
There, the loves and graces wander, he +4: 
There, ariſes Venus bower. | | 


XX. 
And there, ſweet Mary, thou doſt ſtrag, 
No maſc'line airs doſt thou aſſume, 
Sweet Mary bends her graceful way 
Where violets and lilies: bloom, 


ds 


* 


XXI. 


'No cold diſdain or haughty mien, 


On Mary's brow yet ever fate, 


Nor proud neglect, in her was ſcen 


To children of a lowly fate. 


For, well ſhe argued, birth and power, 


— ren vue ett 


The ſhining pageants of an hour, 
Talents lent by favouring heaven. 


XXIII. 


Nor e' er the wit did Mary try, 


Which ſtains · the modeſt chetk with ſhame; 


Far leſs what with a varniſh'd he 


Diſco lours all a ſpotleſs name. 
XXIV. 


Ahl no, ſor a much nobler end, 


Her wit the ſovely Mary us'd; 
To cheer the humble, or defend 
The fame of innocence abus d. 


XXV. 


Oft, have I ſat, and, with an eye, 
Of ſilent pleaſure, on her gaz d, 
While the bent flower of modeſt dye, 
All drooping, ſhe has gently rais' d. 


XXVI. 


How oft delighted have I ſat, 


And view'd the charmer's gentle ſchemes, 


To lead the humble to forget 


And ſtill his fears in pleaſing dreams. 


1 


XXVII. 
How oft delighted have I ſeen 


With quickef:chivnghe,ond adblefirnien, 12-173 


And yet with ſuch a gentle art | 


| XXVUL 
A manner, fearful to offend, Wi 

Yielding, yet firm, to-virtue's richt. 
She argued only to befriend, 

Delighting, only to delight. 


XXIX. 
O lovely maid! oft have I turn d. 
From brows of haughty fcorn to thee, 
When inſults in my boſom burn d, 
For haughty looks have wounded me. 
XXX. 
And inſults haughty looks I deem, 
And cold replies, or proud neglect, 
More galling far, becauſe they ſeem 
Convey'd wit manners of reſpet— 


XXXI. 


I turn'd, and found a gentle balm, 
That 'ſwag'd the tumults of my breaſt, 
Thy ſweet replies, bade all be calm, 
Thy ſmiles, reſtor d my ſoul to reſt. 
Then, lovely maid, accept theſe lays, 
Thy merit, only, gave them birth, 
Tho' poor the ſwain that ſings thy praiſe, 
N*'er ſung he, but in praiſe of worth. 
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Nor ſtoop'd he e er to lan the grent, 
Or praiſe eee 
He ſaw no ichatms in pomp ur ſtatcgc 
XXXIV., 
He ſcorns ti bow at flatt'ry's ſlirines 
Put on this crown of humble bays,- - - 
For not a wreath-is'there but thine. 


And find you in this crown of bays, - 
A flower All- cheſen, or ill-weav'd, 
Blame not a youth he ſeeks no praiſe, 
Too proud to fan, to hope tod low, , 
He never. fannꝰd love's gentle fire, 
Sweet worth to-praile, n ow, 
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In Scotia beauteous Marg ret dwelt ;- 
A noble Baron vas ber fire; 

Her charms the hardeſt bearts did melt; 
With love the coldeft breaſts. did fire. 
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L. 


hi Scotia beauteous Marg'ret dwelt; 
A noble Baron was her fire; 

Her charms the hardeſt hearts did melt; 
With love the coldeſt breaſts did fire. 


II. 
Low, at her feet, all ranks fell down; 
Like death her beauties no one ſpar'd; 
The pearl-deck'd prince, and freeze-clad clown, 
Alike, of love the anguiſh ſhar'd. 


III. 
No pleaſure e er could Marg' ret know 
In all the ſheen of Edinburgh's court: 


Of fawning, flattery and fhow, 
She made her by-word · and her ſport. 


IV. 
The babbling brock, the primros'd plain, 
The linnet's lay, the buxom brecze, 
The ſtory of the ſimple ſwain, 
And thirgs like theſe did Peggy pleaſe- 


(3) 


V. 
ame, adulation, pomp and-pelf; 
« Can ye content or joy confer.” 
Oft thus, ſhe reaſon'd with herſelf, 
No living being nigh to her. 
VI. 
« And you, ye dukes and princes gay, 
« know your arts and baſeneſs well; 


Did you love more you leſs would ſay; 
How Cumin-loves, he cannot tell.” 


VH. 
This Cumin's beauty, grace and truth, 
The bard no time takes to indite: 
Let this ſufhce; he was a youth 
Moſt precious in fair Marg'ret's ſight. 


VIII. 
But tho' he was both fair and good, 
It lixewiſe was high heav'n's decree, 
Himſelf and all his lineage ſhould 
Be but poor men of mean degree. 
. 
Her father's caſtle was the place 
Where Marg'ret paſs'd a youth of joy; 
Where firſt ſhe knew the winning face, 
And manners of the rural boy. 


O! many a walk had they unſeen. 
Around, around the ſwan-throng'd lake; 
And gambol on the daiſied green, 
And prattle neath the blooming brake. 


— 
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XI. 
Ey'n when to court ſhe was remov d, 
Young Cumin never was forgot; 
Still was the youth whom dear ſhe lov'd, 
Her nightly dream, her daily thought. 
XII. 
The Baron long with jealous eyes 
Had mark'd with care each interview; 
And found, though maſk'd in Friendſhip's guiſe, 
*T was love their hearts together drew. | 
XIII. 
© Baron how did it transfix 
That ſcaring, venal heart of thine, 


To think a vaſſal wretch ſhould mix 
His baſeneſs with thy king-ſprung line! 
8 
In ſchemes and plans, deep was he fchool'd; 
Knew where to fear, and where expect 


But the moſt preſcient have been fool'd 
By ſhrewd projections, in effect. 


XV. 
His daughter to a foreign land 
He ſent acroſs the ſtormy main, 
And counterfeiting Marg'ret's hand 
This letter ſent the guileleſs ſwain: 
XVI. 
« O Cumin! I'm for ever fled 
« Frem-thee to a far diſtant ſhore; 
t Gone with a lord whom forc'd to wed 
Was ſhe wo ne er ſhall ſee thee more. 


% 


1. 
XVII. 
The Shepherd read, paus d, read and figh'd; 
A boſom big with wo had he; | 
The broad roſe on his young cheek dy'd, 
And languid grew his eye of glee. 


XVIII. 
"Twas night: forth from his cot he ſtolc; 
The harveſt moon the ſkies illum'd; 
But ſhone in vain to light a ſoul, 
That matchleſs miſery had gloom d. 
XIX. 
Loud moan'd the ſympathizing wind; 
In pity heav'n ſome great drops ſhed; 
The mourrful trees, their foliage tin'd, 
In ruſtling ſhowers-upon his head. 
XX. 
Sweet Progne pour d her ſilver ſong; 
Yet ſtay'd he not her ſong to liſt; 
The thiſtle downs that flew along 
Moſt tenderly his wan cheek kiſs d. 


: XXI. | 
He walk'd thro” glens and wilds-unpath's; 
He paſs'd a lofty elm and oak 
That heav'n's ferce fires had ſorely ſcath's; 
He look'd-at them, but never ſpoke. 
XXII. 
A waſte the traveller eſpy d, 
His penſive mind that ſtrongly caught; 
le paus'd a moment, deeply ſigh'd, 
And ſadly utter d what he thought. 
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| XXIII. 
„ This caſtle now in ruins laid, 
« Once glitter'd in the azure arch, 
And its proud ſpires have often ſtaid 
« The black clouds on their folemn march: 
« As low my raptures ligg in wo, 
« As in the duſt thy turrets lie; 
From one cauſe ſprung our overthrow— | 
* Tow'rs, you and Cumin were too high.” 
I. J 
At length amidſt a horrid wi 
An abrupt rock diſplay'd its brow 
He ſaid, and as he fpoke he ſmil'd; 
« My journey's end, behold it now.” 
XXVI. 
Here ſhut we up the ſerious lay, 
Nor more of the drear tale impart ; 
-Concealing Cumin's mangl'd clay, | 
And maniac Marg'ret's grief-gaſh'd heart. 
XXVII. 
Haſte, haſte, O haſte! ye bliſsful days 33 
When Virtue, Vice ſhall and before; 
When wealtiileſs worth ſhall brighter blage 
Than preud deſcent, or earth- dug ore. 
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$SOLILOQUY.. 
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Having left a few 8 1L LIN GS the day before. 
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[x che far corner of a ragged pocket; 
There ſtill remains ſolitary ſixpence, 
M laſt reſource Its glittering brothers, 
To me, alas! are now no more! all gone, 
Thro' the dire gap of a deceitful ſeam; 
My honeſt, faithful, generous friends. farewel! 
joy of my heart, and pleaſure of my eyes, 
You royal ſtamps of majeſty divine, 
Yes, you, who never yet refus'd your ſervice, 
Tho' ſent on errand, e'er fo vile, or mean. 
| Looking at the 4 


Thou little twinkler, ow ate foal t, 

Of all my glittering ſtore. And muſt thou too Ailkolve, 
Ves, time will have it ſo. There, Waiter, bring me change 
What, tho' thou art my laſt! and here thou leav'ſt 
Thy maſter friendleſs on a foreign ſhore!-_ _ 

He ſhall not droop; ſure that ſame power, who kindly feeds. 
The hungry ravens, when to him they cry, 7 | 
The orphan's father, and the ſtranger's ſhield, | 

Can ſuccour him, tho” guilty, poor, and friendleſs— 
Co then, and fetch the friendly cordial. — | 
But dot me charge thee, as my laſt requeſty _ | ” 
O! till be kid and uſcful, ever nua | 


(8) 


The impious hand, that would, in iron cheſt, 
Thy uſeful, humble ſervices confine. — 

Go, I diſmiſs thee—oh! farewel!—for ever!— 
As light'ning ſwift, fly to ſome empty fob, 
And faithful ſtill, as thou haſt been to me, 
Aſſiſt, where'er chill penury uſurps, 

For only there thy value can be known. 


Oo STELLA! fee that blooming roſe 
Aurora's vivid tints diſplay ; . 

While o'er its leaves the purple glows, 
What charms it opens to the day. 


II. 
Dut, fad example to the fair, 
To -morrow view its faded bloom: 
In ſpite of every tender care, 
It, pale and. wither'd, meets its doom. 
III. 
Let pity for the Roſe's fate, 
Thy gentle boſom; Stella, move; 
And, ah! remember, &er too late, 
Thy form a ſhort-liv'd Roſe will prove. 
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To which are added, 


JONNY's-GRAVE : 


4A DIRGE., d 


ELEGY 10 A PINE TREE. 
VER SES TO MY DOG, SLEEPING. 


SONNET TO THE RIVER CAM. 
INSCRIPTION ON THE "GRAVE STONE. 
OF | 


MRS. MARGARET DONALDSON.- 
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Tur gudeman cite bar Acb key, 


The nowte were in the byre; 


Type gude wife ſpan wi” klagte, 


The weans 3 roun” the fire. 
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3 ut me inthe neten 1 
And joked wi” my luve, 


But aꝰ the jokes that I cotꝰd crack, 


The deel a ane cou'd muve. 

8 1 UI. 

I ſaw the draps rin happin doon, 
And o'er her cheeks fac als. 

And ilka tear that wat the grun. 
It touch'd my heart fu” fairly. ' 


8 


TH IV. 

I ſcarcely dought to ſpeer the cauſe, 

That ſet my luve a greeting, 

I little kend fhe thought me fauſe, 
And fair my heart was beating. 
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V. 
Waes me, ſhe tauld me a* her fears, | 
She ſaid I wint'd af Jenny, © 


* 


Which was the cauſe o a? poder al x 


She thought I N na er 


vi. 

0! gie me e fic a laſs as this, 
And fortune I deſpiſe her, 
W! Annie's luve Pl live in blifs, 
And never ceaſe to prize her. 


VII. 

Let fortune now, do what ſne dow, 
Wi' Annie always ſmiling, 

Ihave nae cares, I have nae fears, 


But ſaft doon life am failing. 


JONNY's GRAVE: 


A DINGE. 


I. 


A Taran plaid was a ſhe had, 
The gloomy lift did lour; 


The ſun was doon, ſcarce look d aboong. * 


And o'er the hills did glour. 


Wi dulefuꝰ ſtep the verdant turf ſhe 8 
To Jonny's grave, where a her ſorrows reſt. 
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| mw | 
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Thro' ta ugh the ind . 
Her heart was ha yo.bregk... * 
— yea reſt, 


| 11, 
Upon this tomb, im wacſom gloom, 
Her lovely form ſhe threw ; 
She claſp'd the ſod, the fully clod, 
And loud the weſt wind blew. * 
wr throbbing breafs the verdant turf ſhe pref, 
On Jonny's grave, where a her ſorrows reſt. 


Iv · 
What is the ſcowl, the tempeſtꝭs howl, 
The ſtorm it hurts not me; 
My ſoul feels all for the. 
As on the grave ſhe lay with nt 
On Jonny's grave, where a her ſorrows reſt. 


7 „ 
Shall I bemoan when thou art gone, 
Upon thy turf Poe wept enough, 
For forrow breaks my heart. 
In death !. in death! the verdane turf the prefl, 
On Jonny's grave where a' her ſorrows ref. 


o - 
OE IS" . = Y - = 
. 


— 
, - ... Ss 
g o 4 * * * 1 
— 


ELEGY 


To A PINE TREE IN THE MONTH OF MAY. 
— — 


1. 
Ser ſprightly May, with roſy garlands crown'd, 
Returns at length to bliſs the jocund year ; 
See how his blooming ſweets he ſpreads around 
While ſmiling meads their greeneſt liv'ries wear. 


II. 
The Graces join, and lead the dancing hours, 
-Jaſpire new Ae W 
And Nature's ready pencil paints the fow'rs + 
Which wake their ſweets, and deck theleafy grove. 
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The balmy Zephyrs fan the genial fire, 
And gently curl the waviag tops of corn, 
While thro' each liſt ning grove, the feather'd choir, 


IV. 
Mark, where in fallen pride BEES "Os 
And ſeegns amid the gen] Joy te henry,” : 
In fallen ftate its naked arms expand, + 
By ruffian Time of all its homours ora ! 
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Tll-fated tree! no more with vernal grace, 


Jo riſe the monarch of the leafy groves, 
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Among whoſe boughs no more the feather'd race 


Shall wake their voice to tune their little loves. 
1 I 
No more at ſofteſt hour ſome kindred pair, 


The melting lover and the blooming maid, 
To thee ſhall from the noiſy world repair, 


And pour their yows beneath thy Kindly ſhade. _ 


TO MY DOG, SLEEPING. 
. 2 


Aber Dog! thou beer f no wo, 
No anguiſh to moleſt 4 
Thy peaceful hours, that ſweetly flow, 
ooh HOKE ſport and reſt ! 


[ IL | 
© Man's call'd thy Lord, AMidion's heir, 
And Sorrow's helpleſs ſon! 
He is a ſlave to ev'ry care, | 
n 


ae e, 
And bleſt with him to rove; | 


? 


* 
Unſtain- d by guilt, thy moments fly 
Ou wings of n love. 


Ln ty 
O that my heart, like thine, could taſte 
The ſweets of guilteſs life, FED 
Beyond the reach of paſſion plac'd, 
Its anguiſh and its ftrife ! 
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SONNET TO THE RIVER CAM. ,, 


13 +7. 4 

| I. 101 50 
War LST,on thy ſedgy bank I yn tray, 
And mark thy ling ring waters ſilent lave 
Thy rows of ancient willows, as they wave 
Their thin pale foliage o'er thy level way ; 
Sternly doth Mem'ry point the diſtant day, 
Which to thy favour'd ſeats too raſhly gave 
My untried youth, unſkill'd the ſpell to brave 
Of Sloth's inſidious Smile, and Pleaſure” s dulcet Lay.) 


2 e II. N a: — 
Sleep on, dull Stream, emblem, e of thoſe 
Thy pamper'd ſons, who, emulous no more, 

The page of Science as they rudely cloſe, 

Liſtleſs and fad drag out the lengthen'd hour; 

Or, if more ſocial claims forbid repoſe, 

With obſcure jeſt prophane the Muſe's bower. 


m MEMORY OF 
MRS. MARGARET DONALDSON, 
WHO DIED, AGED 73. 


From Rhynd Church-yard, Perth ſßire. 


Posszss'p of every winning female grace, 
Pure in thy mind, as lovely in thy face; 

Lent for a time to ſoothe the toils of life, 

To charm as daughter, mother, friend, and wife, 
Sweet excellence, farewel ! now peaceful laid, 
Where pain and ficknels ſhall no more invade. 


At thought of thee, when Nature drops the tear, 
And pays the tribute to thy early bier, 

Thy meek example then ſhall teach the mind 
To bear ſubmiſſive, what wiſe Heav'n deſign d 

| To ſtem the tide of unavailing wo, 

And own th? unerring hand that dealt the blow. 


DESCRIPTION 
or 4 


BATTLE. 
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Ie 
ROBERT "BROWN, 
CORPORAL 

e 
COLDSTREAM GUARDS. 


I bate that Drum diſcordant ſound, 
| Parading tout; and'roundj and , ß 
To me it talks of ravay'd plains, 82 S 2008 ere 
Aud burning towns, and. rujn'd ſeuains, GENS 
And mangled lis, and. dying grant, 
And Widows t tears, and Orphon's moanty, - | 
A. a that Miſery's band be ö% ͤ . 
To ſwell the catalogue of human dre... 
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DESCRIPTION 
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From camp to camp the ſignal of alarm, 

Or call to arms; when from his turfy bed 

The flumb'ring ſoldier ſprings, as with new life 
Invigorated: quick as ſound can fly | 
The long · extended line, o'er hill and dale, 

Is form'd complete: the glittering ſquadrons ſtand 
Array'd in order, while the neighing ſteeds, 
Champing their bridles, paw the trembling ground 
In proſpect far, with cloſed files exact, 

And ſquared ſections; nicely taught to wheel, 

To cloſe, to open, break, or form, as time, 

Or place, or circumſtance requires, or move 

With ported arms, with firm and awful ſtate, 
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To charge the wavering foe. © With brazen rent. 
And open mouth, the loud artillery ſtanddss 1 6 
Ready for action; every mind fuſpenſe, - + + 7, 
And filent all, impatient, on the wing 

— rey i 92:3 aT 
To move — NNIS dot 90 
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Th word gion: en the Hghtnngs u., 
Throughout the armed hoſt the ſignal flies. 11 
Hope brightens every face, and honour's ͤjln: t 
Quickens each pulſe; and braces every nerve: 
All in a moment, that extended line hog 6 
Whoſe burniſh'd arms and thickening ranks appear xũã2 1(3 
One long-continged ridge of glittering war.. 
Aſſumes a thouſand, ſhapes; here {quadrons join. 
And, forming cube, in darkning clouds advance, - 
Scorning reſiſtance; or in looſe array - +, 4 4 3 " 
Traverſe the wide extremes: . TELE. r 
To different points deceptive, which full oſt 
Delude the daubtful ſoe; while ſome advance 
mam nn. . oe ot * 


e 1+ YO 
The armies met, and here-and there are ſeen _ . 22143. 2694 
One wounded fall, or ſtruck with inſtant death, 2:7 94T 
While the loud thunder, n { 
of miffive ruin, threatens all aroud 1. 


With inſtant diſſolution. Now a ſhort . 3 
And thrilling pang of horror ruſhes throngh. + - wok. 
Ech heart, which, ſtartled at the ſudden view. - ng 
Of death, ſhrinls bac k, uncertain of its fate: 


but ſweet enlivening hope, and the mix d noiſe 
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Ot buſy aden, Toms Gitpel all fear: 


Are rampled o'r ene. 0 


The ſcene „ F 
On foaming ſteeds, with fword and helmet arm d, 


Squadron with ſquadron in fierce conflict meet, 


His fierce opponent, and with vigorous arm 
Wards off, or deals about him, wounds and death. 
Others entrench's, ſecure in their own ſtrength, 
Launch forth terreſtial thunderbokts and ſhowers 
Of irom fil among our fearleſs ranks 

With wide deſtruction; but Rritannia's ſons, 

Ill brookipg ſurh repulſe, and nothing awd 

By what appears in the forbidding ſhape 
1 —— 

By the ſucceſs, with inate cvurage fir'd 
They ſtill preſs forward through the fiery ſtorm 
Up to the cannon's month; nor trench, nor mound, 
Nor barricado ſtrong, lin'd with the points 

Of threatening bayonets, can now afreſt 
Their fierce career, till driven back, confus'd, 
rr Ge Hy fRid 


Behold again, on the extended plain, 
Army gainſt army rang d in proud arræy, 
And, with a firin majeftic pate, adyance ; 
Indignant frofit to front! With watchful eye 
Each views the other, in cach halt, or wherl, 
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Advantage to relax, when change the form, 

Or where concentrate: how with ſudden Riroke 
The whizzing ball, from brazen cannon fluyy, 
Cuts off a file at once, or lops a mb, = 
Tearing the greumd in dreadful futrows lung; 
While all impatient, on a near approach 
Vollies of thunder burſt from either ſide 4 
With ſudden blaze, ſoon anſwered fire with fire; 
Nothing can now be ſeen but rolling ſtroke, 
Whoſe towefitig colutifis dark blot out the fun, 
Mingled with fulph'rous flame; nothing is heard 
But one continued roar from numetous arms 

Of ſmaller calibre, with ſudden burſts 
Tremendous from the wide and burning throats 
Of huge artillery; at intervals | 

The piercing ſkrieks and grows of dying men, 
And mangled wretches weltering in their gore, 
Aſſail the ear, and for a moment fill . 

The mind with horror; but the tumult ſtrange, 
The fierce contetttion, and the ſtunning din 

Of arms, give no admiſſion now to cool 
Reflection: he, whoſe merit, birth, or gold, 
Have rais'd to high command, had need employ 
His keeneſt intellects to watch the eye 

Of giddy Fortune, and to make the beſt 

Both of her frowns and ſmiles; as for the reſt, 
Whoſe duty is obedience, they, employ d 

In the fierce conflict, think" of nothing mores 
Than how defend themſel ves, or how deftroy - 
Their adverſaries; and, like ſome complex, 
Complete machinery, they work, or ſtop, 

Or turn, as the high guiding hand directs. 
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But now the raging fury of the war 
Increaſes more'and more; in doubtful ſcale 
The vict'ry hangs ſuſpended; Fate ſupreme 
With-holds his laſt deciſive nod, while each 


Tries their own ſtrength; and now their horrid fronts 


Approach each other with undaunted brow, 
Breathing defiance in loud thunder ſtorms, _ 
And belching fire and ſmoke, which as a cloud 
Of nitrous fume obſcure them round about. 
Inferna! ſhade! while clambering o'er the heaps 
Of breathleſs trunks, procumbent on the ground, 
The flaming edge of battle almoſt joins 
In dreadful contact; when, behold, the ſcene _ 
Is quickly chang'd ; the bellowing thunder now 
Ceaſes to roar, and a ſhort calm ſucceeds 
Prophetic of more ſanguinary deeds 
To follow ſcon: with ardent vigor fir'd, 
And fierce impatience now to end the fray, 
They quick, with aggravated fury, ruſh 
Together point topoint; earch glittering ſpear 
With nervous arm is plunged in the foe, | 
And, recking from the wound, repeats again 
The ſatal ſtroke on all that dare oppoſe, 
With ſanguinary rage; till overcome, 
The vanquiſh'd enemy their arms xenounce, 
And proſtrate crave for mercy: O ye ſons 
Of Britiſh race, or who for Britain's cauſe 
Unſheath the ſword, let mercy triumph now * 
Nor ſtain your dear- bought honour with the blood 
Of unarm'd captives. Matchleſs in the field 
Gainſt equal numbers, from whatever part 
Around the globe ſelected; fam d fox icength 
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And courage eta gazing nations round | 
go alſo let your generous boſoms glow 
With pity and benevolence to thefe, 
Your humble ſuppliants. Let others, fierce 
As hungry tygers, fiends in human ſhape, 
With helliſh rancor murder in cold blood 
Thoſe whom the fate of war to them ſubjects; 
Your's be the godlike glory of forgiving. 


But now behold a ſolemn, awful ſcene 
Preſents itſelf to view: the ſtunning noiſe 
And clamor of the war is haſh'd; and tilt 
As ſummer evening after ſome loud ſtorm, 
When gentle zephyra, whiſp'ring ſoft and mild 
O'er the ſmooth lake, or flowery field, or through 
The verdant groves, ſcarce move the trembling leaves. 
O'er all the enſanguin d field thick ſeatter d lie 
The mangled dead, in all the horrid ſorms 
Contortion and the frerce convulſive pangs 
Of death had thrown them in. Some ſtill alive, 
But tortur'd with their wounds, and ſuff ring death 
A thouſand times, with faint but earneſt voice 
Beleeching ſome kind hand to end their pain 
And wretched life together. Others, borne | 
With tender care from off the field, in hopes 
Of life and health, prolong in lingering pain 
Their cheerleſs days; and oft for months, for years, 
Beheld with ſcorn, and anſwer'd with diſdain, + 
Imploring from the proud but ſparing hand. 
Of afMluenee, of thoſe in whoſe defence | 
They ſpilt· their blood; and ſacrific'd their heals 


A few ſuperfluous crumbs; yet even of that 
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Are oft deny'd, and preference given to dogs! 
Say ye, who beſt can tell, what is the cauſe, 
Why that deſpis d, though uſeful race of men, 
Whoſe youth, whaſe manhood, even to grey old age, 
Is ſpent to ſerve their country and their king, 
Should meet with ſuch contempt from every age 
And rank of men, that even a beggar's child 

Is taught to ſcorn a common ſoldier's name? 

That ſuch poſſeſs a ſoul, or that its powers 

Extend beyond the grafs and narrow bounds 

Of the five ſenſes, is to ſome a doubt, | | 
Whoſe knowledge ſhines throughout the wond'ring world 
In golden characters, and, when they die, | | 

| ö e 


Behald the feld—tbere, ofe without the peng 
And pageantry of funeral obſequies, 15 W's 
The rich, the poor, the wiſe, the fool, are laid 
Together in one common bed, to mix. 
Without diſtinction with their mother earth. 
Here all ambition, all contention ceaſe; 

And they whoſe raging fury nathing lefs. 
— Than each (he atheris We conld ance appeals, | 
men Wt 4 
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ANCIENT BALLAD, 


CHEVY-CHACE. 
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I {Gor proſper long our noble king, 
Our lives and ſafetyes all; 
A woſul hunting once there did | 
In Chevy-Chace befall; | 
2 To drive the deere with hound and horne, 
Earl Percy took his way; 
The child may rue that is unborne, | | 
The hunting of that day. | 
3 The ſtout earl of Nerthumberland 
A vow to God did make, 
His pleaſure in the Scottifh woods 
Three ſ:mmer days to take; 
A The cheefeſt harts in Chevy-Chace 
To kill and beare away. 
Theſe tydings to earl Douglas came, 


In Scctland where he lay: 


5 Who ſent earl Percy preſent word, 
He would prevent his ſport. 
The Engliſh earl not fearing this, 
Did to the woods reſort ; 
6 With ſifteen hundred bow-men bold, 
All cheſen men of might, 
Who knew full well in time of neede, 
To aime their ſhafts aright. 


7 The gallant, grey hounds ſwiſtly ran, 
To chaſe the fallowadeere! 2 
On Monday they began to hunt, 
Exe day- light did appeare; 


9 

8 And long before high noone they had 

An hundred fat buckes flaine; 

Then having din'd, the drovers went 
To rouze them up againe. 


9 The bow-men muſtered on the hills, 
Well able to endure; - 
Their backſides all, with ſpeciall care, 
Iuhat day were guarded ſure. 


10 The hounds ran ſwiftly through the woods, 
The rimble deere to take, 
And with their cryes the hills and dales 
An eccho ſhrill did make. 


11 Lord Percy to the quarry went, 
To view the tender deere; 
Quoth he, earl Douglas promiſed 
This day to mecte me keere: 


12 But if I thought he would not come, 
No longer wold I ſtay. 
With that a brave younge gentleman 
'Thus to the earl did ſave; 


13 Loe yonder doth earl Douglas come, 
. His men in armour bright; 
Full twenty hundred Scottiſh ſpeares 
All marching in our fight; 


14 All men of pleaſant Tivydale, 
Faſt by the river Tweede: 
Then ceaſe your ſport, earl Percy ſaid, 
And take your bowes with ſpeede: 


15 And now with me, my countrymen, 
Your courage forth advance; d 
For never was there champion yet, 
In Scotland or in France, 6 


( & I 
16 That ever did on horſebacke come, 
But if my hap it were 
I durſt encounter man for man, 
With him to breake a ſpeare. 
17 Earl Douglas on a-milke-white ſteede 
Moſt like a baron bold, 
Rode foremoſt of his company, 
Whoſe armour ſhone like gold: 


13 Show me, ſayd he, whoſe men you bee, 
That hunt. ſoe boldly heere, 
That, without my conſent, doe chaſe 
And kill my fallow-deere? 


19 The man that firſt did anſwer make, 
Was noble Percy hee; 
Who ſayd, we lift not to declare, 


Nor ſhew whoſe men wee bee: 


20 Yet will wee ſpend our deereſt blood, 
Thy cheefeſt harts to ay. 
Then Douglas ſwore a ſolemn oathe, 
And thus in rage did ſay, 


21 Ere thus I will out-braved bee, 
One of us two ſhall dye: 
I know thee well, an earl thou art; 
Lord Percy ſoc am I. 


22 But truſt me, Percy, pittye it were, 
And great offence to kill 
Any of theſe our harmleſſe men, 
For they have done no ill. 


23 Let thou and I the battell trye, 
And ſet our men aſide. = 
Accurs'd bee hee, lord Percy ſayd, 
By whome this is deny'd. 
£4 Then ſtept a gallant ſquire forth, 
Witherington was his name, 
Who ſaid, I wold not have it told 
To Henry our King for ſhaw 


1429 
25 That e'er my captaine fought on foote, 
And I ſtood looking on. 
You bee two earls, ſayd Witherington, 
And I a ſquire alone; 
26 lle doe the belt that doe I may, 
While I have pow'r to ſtand. 
While I have power to weeld my ſword, 
Ile fight with heart and hand. 


27 Our Engliſh archers bent their bowes, 
Their hearts were good and trew; 
At the firſt flight of arrowes tent, 
Full threeſcore Scots they flew. 


28 To drive the deere with hound and horne, 
Earl Douglas had the bent; 
Two captaines mov'd with mickle pride, 
Their ſpeares to ſhivers went. 
29 They clos'd full faſt on everye ſide, 


Noe flacknefs there was found; 
And many à gallant gentleman 
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Lay gaſping on the ground. 
30 O Chriſt! it was a griefe to ſee, 
And likewiſe for to hcare, 
The cries of men lying in their gore, 
And ſcatter'd here and there. 
31 At laſt theſe two ſtout earles did meet, 
Like captaines of great might; 
Like lyons wood, they layd on load, 
And made a cruell fight. 


32 They fought untill they both did ſweat, 
With ſwords of temper'd ſteele ; 
Until! the blood, like drops of rain, 

They trickling down did feele. 
33 Yaeid tace, lord Percy, Douglas ſayd; 
In faith 1 will thee bring, 
Where thou ſhalt high advanced bee 
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34 Thy ranſome I will freely give, 
And thus report of thee, 


Thou art the moſt couragious knight 
That ever 1 did fee. | 


53 Noe, Douglas, quoth eari- Percy then, 
Thy proffer I do ſcorne; 
I will not yeeld to any Scott 


That ever yet was borne. 


36 With that, there came an arrow keene 
Out of an Engliſh bow, 
Which ſtrucke earl Douglas to the heart, 
A deepe and deadlye blow: 


37 Who never ſpoke more words than theſe, 
Fight on, my merry men all; 
For why, my life 1s at end; 
Lord Percy fees my fall. 


33 Then leaving life, earl Percy tooke 
The dead man by the hand; 
And laid, carl Douglas, for thy life 
Wold 1 had loit my land. 


39 O Chriſt! my very heart doth bleed, 
With forrow for thy ſake; 
For ſure, a more renowned knight 
Miſchance did never take. 


40 A knight amongſt the Scotts there was, 
Which ſaw earl Douglas dye, 
Who ſtreight in wrath did vow revenge 
Upon the lord Percy: 


41 Sir Hugh Mountgomery was he call'd, 
Who, with a ſpeare moſt bright, 
Well-mounted on a gallant ſteed, 
Ran fiercely through the fight; 


| * 
42 And paſt the Engliſh archers all, 
Without all dre2d or feare; 
And thro”. earl Percy's body then 
He thruſt his hatefull ſpeare; 


43 With ſuck a vchement force and might 
He did his body gore, 
The ſpeare went through the other ſide 
A large cloth-yard, and more. 


44 So thus did both theſe nobles dye, 
Whoſe courage none could ſtaine: 
An Engliſh archer then perceiv' d 
The noble earl was ſlaine; 


45 He had a bow bent in his hand, 
Made of a truſty tree; 
An arrow of a cloth-yard long 
Up to the head drew hee; 


46 Againſt Sir Hugh Mountgomery, 
So right the ſhaft he ſett, 
The grey gooſe-wing that was thereon, 
In his heart's blood was wett. 


47 This fight did laft from breake of day, 
Till ſetting of the ſun; 
For when they rung the evening-bell, 
The battel fcarce was done. 


48 With brave earl Percy, there was flaine 
Sir John of Ogerton, + | 
Sir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir John, 
Sir James that bold baron; 


49 And with Sir George and ſtont Sir James, 


Both knights of good account, 
Good Sir Ralph Rabby there was flaine, 
Whoſe proweſſe did ſurmount. 


+ The names here ſeem to be corrupted from the old copy. 
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50 For Witherisgton needs muſt I wayle 
As one in doleful dumpes; + 


For when his leggs were ſmitten off, 
He fought upon his tumpes. 


51 And with earl Douglas, there was ſlaine 
Sir Hugh Mountgomery; 
Sir Charles Murray, that from the feeld 


One foote wold never fee. 


52 Sir Charles Murray, of Ratchf, too, 
His fiſter's ſonne was hee; 
Sir David Lamb, ſo well eſteem'd, 
Yet ſaved cold net bee. 


£3 And the kerd Maxwell in like caſe 

Did with earl Douglas dye; 
Of twenty hundred Scottiſa ſpeares, 

Scarce liity-ave did flye. 

54 Of fifteen hundred Engliſh men, 
Went home but fifty-three; 

The reſt were ſlaine in Chevy-Chace, 
Under the green woode tree. 


55 Next day did many widowes come, 
Their huſbands to bewayle; 
They waſht their wounds in briniſh teares, 
But all wold not prevayle. 
56 Their bodyes, bath'd in purple gore, 
They bare with them away; 
They kiſt them dead a thouſand times, 
When they were cladd in clay. 
57 This news was brought to Edenborrow, 
Where Scotlands king did rayne, 
That brave earl Douglas ſuddenlye 
Was with an arrow flaine: 


+ i. e. I as one in deep concern muſt lament,” 


conſtruction here bas generally been miſunderſtood. 


The 
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53 O heavy news, king James did ſay, 
Scotland can witnefle bee, 
I have not any captaine more 
Of ſuch account as hee. 
59 Like tydings to king Henry came, 
Within as ſhort a fpace, 
That Percy of Northumberland 
Was ſlaine in Chevy-Chace. 
60 Now God be with him, ſaid our king, 
Sith it will no better bee; 
I truſt 1 have, within my realme, 
Five hundred as good as hee: 
61 Yett ſhall not Scotts nor Scotland ſay, 
But I will vengeance take, 
I'll be revenged on them ail, 
For brave carl Percy's ſake. 
62 This vow full well the king perform'd 
After, oa Humbledowne; 
In one day, fifty knights were flayne, 
With lords of great renowne: 
£3 And of the reſt, of ſmall account, 
Did many thouſand dye; 
Thus endeth the hunting of Chevy-Chace, 
Made by the earl Percy. 
64 God ſave the king, and bleſs this land 
In plenty, joy, and peace; 
And grant henceforth, that foul debate 
Twixt noblemen may ceaſe. 
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To which in added, 
THE HAPPY SHEPHERD: 


A 8 ON Go 
I 
Ld thei did Ii bumpers full, 
This grand affair decide; 


Accurs d be be, dike Wharton ſaid, 
By 2c bom it 1 denied. 
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. | 
Gov proſper long from being broke 
The Luck + of Eden Hall, 
A doleful drinking-bout I fing, mY 
There lately did befal. | 


Il 


To chaſe the ſpleen with cup and can 
Duke Philip took his way, | 
Babes yet unborn ſhall never ſee 
The like of ſuch a day, 


II. 


The ſtout and ever-thirſiy duke 
A vow to God did make, 
His pleaſure within Cumberland 
Three live-long nights to take. 


— — 


A Piat bumper at Sir Cbriſpler Muforave'ss 


(3) 
IV. 


Sir Muſgrave too of Martindale, 

A true and worthy knight, 

Right ſoon with him a bargain made, 
In drinking to delight. _ | 


V. 


The bumpers ſwiftly paſs about, 
Six in a hand went round; MS 0” 
And with their calling for more wine, 


They made the hall reſound. 


VI. 


Now when theſe merry tidings reach'@ 
The earl of Harold's ears, 


And am 1 (quoth he, with an oath) 
Thus ſlighted by my peers? _ 


VII. 
; 
* 


Saddle my ſteed, bring ſorth my bootsy. 
I'll be with them right quick; 
And, maſter ſheriff, come you too ; 
We'll know this ſcurvy trick. 


7 


VII. 


Lo! yonder doth earl Harold come; 
(Did one at table ſay;) 

Tis well, replied the mettle duke, 
How will he get away! 
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When thus the earl began, Great duke, 


Fil know how this did chance, 
Without inviting me, ſure this 
| You did not learn in France. 


K 


One of us two, for this offence, 

 _ Under the board fhall lie; 

I know thee well, a duke thou art, 
So ſome years hence ſhall JI. 


5. 955% 


But Wend, Wharton, pity it Were, 
So much good wine to ſpill, 

As theſe companions here may drink, 
Ere they have had their fill. 


* - ” 
XI. 


Let thou and I, in bumpers full, 
This grand affair decide; 

Accurs'd be he, duke Wharton ſaid, 
By whom it is denied. 


N XIII. . 
To Andrew and to Hotham fair, 
Many a pint went round, 
And many a gallant gentleman 
Lay ſick upon the ground. 


CY) 
XIV. 


When, at the aft; the duke pie!“ 
He had the earl ſecure; | 

He plied him with a full pint glaſs, 
Which laid him on the flour. 


xv. 


Who never fpoke more words than theſe, 
After he downward funk, | 
My worthy friends, revenge my fall, 


Then, with a groan, duke PUMP took 
The ſick man by the joint, 

And ſaid, earl Harold ſtead of thee, 
Would I had drunk the pint- 


Alack ! my very heart doth bleed, 
And doth within me fink, | 
For ſurely a more ſober earl 

Did never ſwallow drink.” 


XVI. 


With that the ſheriff, i m a rage, 
To ſee the earl fo fmit, | 
Vow'd to revenge the dead-drunk peer 
Upen renown T'RFER. 


% 


Gt, , 


Then ſteppꝰ d a gallant *ſquire fort, 
Of viſage thin and pale, 

Lloyd was his name, and of Gang-Hall, 
Faſt by the river Swale. 


XX. 


Who ſaid he would not have it told, 
Where Eden river ran, 

That unconcern'd he ſhould fit by ; 
So, ſheriff, Pm your man. 


XXI. 


Now when theſe tidings reach'd the room, 
Where the duke lay in bed, | 
How that the ſquire ſuddenly 
* the floor was laid. 


* 


O heavy tidings! (quoth the duke) 
Cumberland witneſs be, 


I have not any toper more, 
Of ſuch account as he. 


XXIII. 


b 
Within as ſhort a ſpace, 

How that the under-ſheriff tos 
Was fallen from his place. 
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Now God be with him (fad the ex} 
Sith *twill no better be, | 

I truſt I have within my town, 
As drunken knights as he. 


XXV. 


Of all the number that were there, 
Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield; 

But with a bumper in his hand, 
He ftagger'd o'er the field. 


XXVI. 


Thus did this dire contention end ; 
And each man of the flain, 

Were quickly carried off to bed, 
Their ſenſes to regain, - 


God bleſs the king, the ducheſs fat, 
And keep the land in peace, 


And grant that drunkenneſs henceforth 
*Mong noblemen may ceaſe. 


XXVIIL 


And likewiſe bleſs our royal prince 
The nation's other hope, "4 


And give us grace for to defy 
The Devil and the Pope. 
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] envy not the mighty great, 
Thoſe powerful rulers of the ſtate, 
Who ſettle nations as they pleaſe, 
And govern at th' expence of caſe. 


* U. | 

Far happier the ſhepherd ſwain, 

Who daily drudges on the plain, 

And nightly in ſome humble ſhed 
On waa oy lays has head. 


** 


No curs d ambition breaks his reſt, - 
No factious wars divide his breaſt : 
His flock, his pipe, and artleſs Fair, 
un and all bis care. 
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N ben wwe came in by Glaſoow torun, 
e were a comely feght to ſee; 
Aly. love was # the black velvet, 
And T1 myſctl in cramaſie. 
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NI MORNING VERY EARLY. 


— Sidto have been written in Bedlam, 


A NEGRO. 


| Our morning very early, one morning in the ſpring, 


I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did ing; 

Her chains. ſhe rattled on her hands, while ſweetly thus 
f ſung ſhe, + 

I love my Love, becauſe I know74amy Love loves me. 


AI. 


D Ocrud were his parents, who ſent my Love to ſea, 
And cruel, cruel was the ſhip that bore my Love from me: 
Yet 1 love his parents, ſince they're his, although they've 


ruin'd me; 


And 1love my Love, EY I know my Love loves me. 


wi 


I. 


0 could it pleaſe the pitying pow'rs to call me to the Ey. 


Fd claim a guardian angePs charge around my Love to fly; 
To guard him from all dangers, how happy ſhould I be! 
For I love my Love, -becauſe I know my Love loves me. 


IV. 8 
Il make a ſtrawy garland, I'll make it-wondrous fine; 

With roſes, lilies, daiſies, I'll mix the eglantine; - | 
And I'll preſent it to my Love when he returns from ſea; 


For I love my Love, becauſe I know my Love loves me. 
. : + > 


Oh, if 1 were a little bird, to build upon his br 
Or if Ivete a nightingale; t to ſing my love to r 
To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward mould be; 
For I love my Love, becauſe I know my Love loves me. 


Oh, if J were an eagle, to ſoar into the ſky! 

T'd gaze around with piercillg eyes where I * love mignit 
1 

But ah, unhappy maiden! that Love you ne' er ſhall ſees; 
Yet I love my Love, becauſe I know my Love loves me. 


VERSES FROM THE -DUENNA, 
70 run FORE GOING Alx. 


I. | | 
Hay bu her for flood fam, leer could injure G 


you; 

For though your tongue no 3 claim” d, your clarms 
would make me true; 2 

To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, nor firanger alles Suga | 

But friends in all the ag'd TR and lovers in . ; 

| young: 7 | 2 

II. 


But when they learn, that you have bleſt another with 


| your heart, 

They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, ery a brother s part: 
Then, lady, dread not their deceit, nor fear to ſuffer wrong 
For friends in all the ag'd you'l meet, =_ brothers in the 

. + - 


(4) 


© WALY WALY, e. 


1 


O Warr waly up the bank, 

And waly waly down the brae, 
And waly waly yon burn. ſide, 
Where I and my love wont to gae. 


H. 


1 leant my back unto an aik, 
I thought it was a truſty trie; 
But firſt it bow'd, and ſyne it brake, 
Say my true love did lightly nie. 


x * 
II. 


O waly waly love is bonny, 
But whey its anld, it waxeth cauld, | 
And fades awa” like morning-dew, - 
15 w. 
O wherefore ſhu'd I buſk my headꝰ 
O wherefore ſhy'd I kame my hairÞ, 
For my true love has me forſook, c 


> 


And ſays he'll never loc me mair, 


4835 
V. 
Nom Arthur. feat ſall be my head, 
The ſheets fall neir be warm' d by me; 


Saint Anton's well fall be ray drink, 
Since my true love's forſaken me. 


2 VL 4 5 
Marti'mas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 
And ſhake the green leaves aff the trie? 


O gentle death, whar wilt thou cum? 
For of my life I am wearie. 


vt. 
"Tis not the froſt that freezes fell, 5 
Nor blawing ſnaw's inclemenaie; 
*Fis not ſick cauld that makes me — 
But my love's heart grown cauld to me. 


VIII. 


When we came in by Glaſgow town, 
We were a comely fight to Tee; 
My love was i the black velvet, 
And I myſelf in cramaſie. 


IX. 


But had 1 wift Before 1 Ker, | | 
That love had been fac ill to win, *; 

I had lockt my heart in a caſe of god, 
And pin'd it wi' a filler pin. 


X. 
Oh, oh! if my young babe were born, 
And ſet upon the nurſe's knee, 
And Imyſelf were dead and gone, 
For a maid again III never be 
2 
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ENGLISH VERSES, 
BY THOMSON, 
TO THE FOREGOING AIR. | 


*. 


Hazy is the fats of him who loves, 
Yet dares not tell his trembling pain, 
But to the ſympathetic groves, | 
But to the lonely liſt'ning plain. 
W 
Oh, when ſhe bleſſes next your ſhade, 
Oh, when her foot ſteps en e 


In How ry tracks along the mead, 
Ia freſher mazes o er the green. 
II. 
Ye gentle ſpirits of the vale, 
To whqm the tears of love are dear, 
From dying lilies waft a gale, 
And ſigh my ſorrows in her ear. 


— 


Iv. 


O, tell her what ſhe * p 9 — 
Though fear my tongue muſt ever bind; 

Oh, tell her, that my virtuous flame 
Is as her. ſpotleſs foul refin d. 


2. 


. 


V. 


Not her own guardian angel eyes 2 | 
With chaſter tenderneſs his care, 


Nor purer her own wiſhes riſe, 
Not holier her own ſighs-in pray r. 


VI. 


But if, at firſt, her virgin fear 
Should ſtart at love's ſuſpected name, 
With that of friendſhip ſoothe her ear— 
True love and friendſhip are the ſame. l 


1 | 
THE NIGHT HER SILENT, &c. 
AIR.—SHE ROSE AND LOOT ME IN.” 
L | 
Tur night her ſilent ſable wore, 
And gloomy were the ſkies; 
Of glitt'ring ſtars appear d no more 
Than thoſe in Nelly?s eyes. 
8 


| When to her father's door I came, 
Ü begg'd my fair, my lovely dame, FP 
To riſe and let me in. 


13 


4 
. 


8 
III. 
But ſhe, With accents all divine, 
Did my ſond ſuit reprove; 


And while ſhe chid my caſt deſign, 


She but inflani d my love. 
- 
Her beauty oft kad pleas d before, 


While her bright eyes did roll; 


But virtue only had the pow'r 
To charm my very ſoul. 


"0's 


Then who would cruelly deceive, 


Or from ſuch beauty part! 
I lov'd her ſo, I could not leave 


VI. 


My eager fondneſs E obey'd, 
Reſolv'd ſhe ſhould be mine, 


Till Hymen. to my arms-convey.'d. . 


My treaſure ſo divine. 
VII. 


Now happy in my Nelly's love, 
Tranſporting is my joy; 
No greater hleſſing can I prove: 
So bleſs d a man am 1. 
VIII. 


For beauty may a while retain 
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W HAN glooming grey out d'er the welkin kecks, 


Whan Batie ca's his owſen to the byre, 


Whan Thrafber Fobn, fair dung, his barn-dore ftecks, 


| And lufty laſſes at the dighting tire: 
What bangs fu' leal the e enings coming cauld, 
And. gars ſnaw-tapit winter freeze in vain; 
Gars dowie mortals look baith blyth and bauld,” 
Nor fley'd wi” a' the poortith o the plain; 
Begin, my. Muſe, and chant in hamely ſtrain. 
25 
Frae the big ſtack, weel winnow't on the- hill, 
Wi' divets theekit frac the weet and drift, 
Sods, feats, and heath'ry trufs the.chimley fill, 
And gar their thick ning ſmeek ſalute: the lift; 
The gudeman, new come hame, is blyth to find, 
Whan he out o'er the halland flings his cen, 
That ilka turn is handled to his mind, 
That a' his houſie looks ſa coſh and clean; 
Tor cleanly houſe loes he, the" cer ſae mean. 


* 
(3) 
| it. 

-Weel kens the jriltwjfouiar . require: 
A heartſome meltith, and refreſhing fynd 

O' nappy liquor, o'er #bleezing fire: 
Sair-wark and poortith douna weel be join d. 

Wi! butter'd bannocks now the girdle reeks;. 
the far nook the lobi brifkly reams; 


The readied Jail ſtands by the chamley chezks, A 
And had the riggin het wi' welcome ſtreams; © 


Whilk than-ihe dainticft Rübchen tives foams £1 44 - 
| IV. 
Frae this lat gentler gabs a leſſon lear; 


Mad they to labouring lend an eident hand, 
They'd rax felt ſtrang-upo' the ſimpleſt fare, 
Nor ſind their ſtamacks ever at a ſtand. 

Fu' hale and healthy wad they ps the day, 1 
At night in culmeſt ſlumbers doſe fu found, BL 
Nor doctor need their weery: life to ſpae, * 

Nor drogs their noddle and their ſenſe confound, 
Till death ſlip — on, and gie the hindmeſt wound. 


. 


On ſicken food has mony a dovghty deed 
By Caledonia's anceftors been done; 
By this did mony a wight-fu' weirlike bleed - 
In brulzies frac the dawn to ſet o ſun; "2 
'T was this that brac'd their gardirs, anden, 
That bent the deadly yew in ancient days, 
Laid:Denmark's daring ſons on yird alang, 
Gar' d Scottiſh thrifles bang the Roman bays: 
For ncar eur cg their heads they doughtna rde. 


(4) 
VL 
The couthy cracks begin han ſupper's o'er, 

The cheering bicler gars them glibly gaſh 

O' ſimmer's /owery blinks and winter's ſour, | 
Whaſe floods did erſt chair mailin's produce haſh. - 
Bout 4irk an' market cke their tales gae on, | 
How Jocl woo'd. Jenny here to be his bride, 

And there how Marian, for a baſtart fon, 


Upo' the cutty-flool was forc'd to ride, 
The waefu' ſcald-o' our Meſs Jobn to bide. 


VH. 


The fient a chiep's amang the barnies now, 

For a' their anger's wi' their hunger ganc 
Ay maun the childer, wi' a faſtin* mou, 

Grumble and greet, and make an unco mane, 
In rangles round before the ingle's low, 
Frae Gudame s mouth auld warld tale they hear, 
O' Warlocls louping rourd the Wirrilegu, 
O' gaiſts that win in glen and kirk-yard drear, | 
Whilk touzles a' their tap, and gars them ſhake wi” car. 


VIII. 


Fer weel ſhe trows that fiends and fairics be 
Sent free the de'il to fleetch us to our ill; 

That ky hae tint their milk wi' evil eie, 
And corn been ſcowder'd on the glowing kill, 

O moch na this, my friends! but rather mourn, 
Ye in life's braweſt ſprirg wi' reaſon clear, 
Wi' eild our idle fancies a return, | 

And dim our dclefu* days wi bairnly fearz; © 
Ihe mind's ay cradled whan the grave is near. 


CE 


IX. 


"Yet thrift, induſtrious, bides her lateſt d>ys. £4 617 £ 4389 
Tho' age her ſair dow'd front wi runkles wave, 
Yet frae the ruſſet lap the ſpiidie plays, | 

Her e'ening ſtent reels ſhe-as weel's the lave. 
On ſome feaſt-day, the weethings buſkit braw 
Shall heeze her heart up wi' a ſilent joy, 
Fu' caidgie that her head was up and faw 
Her ain ſpun cleething on a darling-oy, 
Careleſs tho* death ſhou'd mak the feaſt her foy.”” - 


In its auld lerroch yet the deas remains, 
Whare the gudeman aft ſtreeks him at his 1 
A warm and canny lean for weary banes 
O' lab'rers doilꝰd upo' theawintry leas:- 
Round him will bedrins and the colly come, 
To wag their tail, and caſt a thankfu' eie 
To him wha kindly flings them mony a crum 
O' kebbock whang'd, and dainty fadge to prie; 
'This:2* boon they crave, and # the fee. 


XI. 


Frae him the Jad their morning counſel tak, 
What ſtacks he wants to thraſh, what rigs to tił; 
How big a birn maun lie on late back, 
For meal and multure to the thirling mill. 
Neiſt the gudewife her hireling dæmſals bids 
Glour thro? the byre, and ſee the hawkies hound, 
Take tent caſ6-Crummy.tak her wonted tids, 
And ca' the laiglen's treaſure on the ground, 
Whilk ſpills a lebe nice, or yellow pound, 


Aa 
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XII. 


Then a' the houſe for fleep-begins to grien, - 
Their joints to flack free induſtry a while; 
The leaden god fa's heavy on their ein, 

The cruizy too can only blink and bleer, _ 
The reſtit ingle's done the maiſt it dow; 
Tackſman and cottar eke to bed maun ſteer, 
U po' the cod to clear their drumly pow, 
Till waken d by the dawning's ruddy glow. 
Peace to the huſbandman and a' his tribe, 
Whaſe care fells a. our wants frac year to yeat ' 
Lang may his ſock and couter turn the gleyb 
And bauks o' corn bend down Wi' laded car! 
May Scoria's ſimmers; ay look: gay and green, 
Her yellow har ſt {rae ſcowry blaſts decreed! 
May a' her tenants fit fu' ſnug and bein, 
Frae the hard grip o ails aud: poortith freed, 
And a lang laſting train o peaceſul hours ſuccecd 
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S335 how thoſe infants Kip and OT. 

So heedleſs, innocent, and gay! | 
Their thoughts nor paſt nor. future ſhare, : 
The preſent only is their: care; 

No griefs their tender breaſts annoy, 

No ſad forebodings damp their joy, 
Although the flow'ry paths they tread 
To Sorrow's-weeping ſources lead! 

Our woes as yet to- them unknown, 
Though deſtin'd ſoon to be their own;- 
Still ignorant that pain and ſtriſe 
Await them on the ſtage of life, 

Where innocence is no defen te 
Againſt the world's malevolence; 

For, Envy preys on worth and fame, 
And crimes of juſtice take the name; 
While paſſion, | ignorance, and pride, 
in reaſon's ſt2ad, preſume to guide; 
Where none unpuniſſi d can do good: 
Or put to ſhame ingtatitude 
(That vice, to tigers ꝓet unknown, 
Belongs, alas! to man alone;) 177 56h 
Where love of pow'r and thirſt of gain 
O'er all the better paſſions reign; - 

For wealth is courted, want deſpis'd, 

And modeſt merit tyranniz d; 7 
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Where laſtgigitale and proſpects ir 
Are Folly's caſtles, built in air; 
Zince even Hope, our lateſt friend, 
But ſoothes. to: cheat us in the ena 
Where Love itſelf, delightful gueſt! 
So welcome to the youthful breaſt, 
A tyrant proves, with boundleſs fway, ; 
That drives our joy and peace away. 
Whilſt cther pleaſures'of our prime, . 
Repeated pall, or ceaſe with time, | | 
Though each infirmity appears 
To grow or ſtrengthen with our years; 
Till life itfelf begins ,, 
And death fucceeds departed joy. 
Theſe ills, their Tot, ah! did they know, 
Say, would theſe children gambol ſo? © 
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"Twr John aid n in ben are, N 
Perpetual conteſts aroſe; n | elne 2) 
in judgment and taſte cach nee he anale, | 
When John Age c 
1 Your argument's weighty-and true; | 
© You have tafte,—for in 8 made choice of nez: 
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